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HEIRE: 


TO MY HONOVRED 


friend, Maſter Thomas May, upon 


his Comedy, The Here, 


= Hee being bares, was in his tender 42 
Rock 7 in the Cradle of 4 private Stage, 
Where lifted wp by many a willing hand, 
T he child did from the fur ſt day farrely Rand, 
Since baving gather 4 firength, be dares preſerve 
His fleps into the lie T heater 
T he nerd : where be diaet not but to find 
A doume from men mere able, not leſſe | nd, 

I but bus Ver ann, yet if my — 
Alay paſſe, I dare be bend be will «afford 
Th 17 1 deſerve a welcome, if well knowl 
Such as beſt writers would have wilht tber enn 

Tow ſhall ebſorve his words im order mecie 
And ſoftly healing on with equal feete 
Slide into even number 1,with [nib grace 
Ars tach wird had beene monided for that place, 

T on fhatt pereevve an anmerens paſſion, bunne 
Into N 4 web, a1 had the Sunne 
Whenhe purſe the ſwiftly flying Maid, 

Cour ted her in [wch language, foe nad ſtard, 

A love ſo well expreft — the /ame 

The Anthony felt himſelfe from bis fayre flame, 

The whole plot doth alike it ſelfe dilclele 

Threngh the five Att, ar doth A Locke, that goe: 
With letters, for til every one be news, 

The Lack'; as faſt at 1 es had found none, 

And where bit portive Aluſe doth draw a thread 
Of murth, Ae may not b/nſb toreade, 


A 3 


Thus have I thought it fitter toreveale 
Aly want of art Adee friend) ien to de als _ 
My love. It did appeare I did not meane 
Fete commend thy well-wronght Comichs-ſc exc, 
At men might judge my aim! rather tobe, 
To gaine praiſe to my ſelfe, then grve it ther 
Though [ can give thee none, but what thou h 
Deſert a, and what muſt my fant breath ontlaſt, 
Tet was this garment ( theugh f e 
T's take thy meaſure) enely made for thee, 
And if it prove tos ſcant, lu cane the fufſe 
Natrre allow'd me was net barge enough. 


Thomas Carew. 


The Names of the Actors. 


Virro, 
_ 
io, 
Leucothoe, 
—— 
„ 
— 
Clerimonr, 
Franklin, 
Luce, 
Franciſco; 
Shallcw, 
Nicznor, 
Marho, 
Plecas, 
A Parſon. 
A Sumner, 


As old rich (, 
An old Lov 
His ſonne. 
Hit daughter, 
Hit man. 
Amother Led. 
Hi ſonne. 
M gentleman friend ts Philocies. 
An old rich gemtleman, 
His danghrter, 
A yonng man. 
A fooliſh gentle man. 
A Corriur, 
A 


A waning Centern 


J. Corflable nd Warteh, 


Serv ants, 


«> &- 2 
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Prologus. 


—— riewds, at Hal here be ſerene 
May taſt your + er opt your tickled ſpleene;, 
Onur Authour bas bis with, be dots not meane 

T rub your galles with a ſatyricke ſane, 

Nor toyle your brainer, to finde the ſuſtian ſenſe 
Of thoſe poore lines, that Cannot recompence 

Tie paines of findy ; Comedies ſoft frame 
Showld not perple xe, but recreate the br aine ; 
His ſtraine is ſuch, he hopes it, but referrers 


That to the Teft of yew judicians eaves, 


AS 
. 
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THE HEIRE. | 


Enter Polimetes, Roſcio. 


Pol Oſcis. Ro, My Lord. 
Pol. Haſt thou divalg'd the newes 
That my fonne dy'd at Athens ? 
Rs. Yes my Lord. 
With every circumſtance, the time, the place, 
And manner of his death ; that "tis belcev'd, 
And told for newes with as much confidence 
As if twere writ in Gallobeigicus. 
Pal. That's well, that's very well, now Zofcio 
Followcs may part, I muſt exprefſea griete 
Not uſuall, not like a well left Heire 
For his dead father, or a luſty Widdow 
For her old husband. muſt I counterfeir, 
But in a deeper, a farre deeper ſtraine 
Weepe like a father for his onely ſonne, 
Is not that hatd to doe, ha, Re 
Rs. Ohno my Lord, 
Not for y ur skill, has not your Lordſhip ſcene 
A Player perionate Hierin 
Po. By th'maſle tis true, I have ſcen the knave paint grief 
In ſucha lively colour, that for falſc 
And ated paſ$ion he has drawne true teares 
From the ſpectatori Ladies in the boxes 
Kept time with ſighs, and tarts to his ſad accents 
As had he truely becnthe man he ſecm d. 
Well then lle nere deſpaire, hut tell av: thou 
Thou that haſt ſtill been privie ro my bolome, 
B How 


In the — wandring Lord, 
—_— not a ING A 
In all this ki but conceives a 
Now to 21 — on this match. 
Pol. Thoſe are not they I looke for. no, my nets. 
Are ſpread for other the rich and greedy 
Thoſe that have w yet for more 
They are for me. Nef, Others wulcome my Lord, 
All forts of fiſh will prefſe upon your nets, 
Then in your Lordſhips wiledome it mult lic 
Io cull the great ones, aud teject the frie. 
Pol. Nay feare not that, thet s none ſhall have acc« ſſe 
To ſee my hter, or to ſpeake to her, 
But ſuch as I approove, and aime to catch. 
Roſ. The jeſt vill be my Lord, when you ſhall ſee 
How ycur aſpiring ſuitors will put un 
The face uf gteatne ſſe, and bely their fortunes, 
Conſume themſelves in ſhew, waſting like Merchants. 
Their preſent wealth in rigging a faire ſhip 
For ſome il ventur'd voyage, that undoes um. 
Here comes 4 youth with letters from the coutt. 
Bought of leme favourite at ſuchaprice 
As will for ever ſiuke him, yet alas 
All's to no pur pole, be muſt looſe the prize. 
Pol. "Twill feede me fat with (port that it ſhall make, 
Beſides the large adventures it brings home 
Vato my daughter. How now. Enter Servant, 
Ser. My Lord, Count Cure is come to ſee you. 
Pol. Conduct him in ; So, fo, it takes already 
See Roſcio (ee, this is the very man 
My projet aim d at, the rich Count that knowes 


No 


The Heire. 


No end of his large wealth, ver gapes for more. 

There was no other Loadſtone could attract 

His Iron heart ; for could beauty have mov d him, 

Nature has beene no niggard to my giric, 

But I muſt to my grief-, here co che Count, 
Enter Conne Vere, 

Fe. Is your Lord a ſleepe ? Ks. No Sir, 
I thinke nor, my Lord, Count Fare. 

Ui, How doe you Sn ? 

Pol. I doc intreate your Lordſhip pardon mee, grieſe 
and ſome want of ſleepe have made ace at this time un- 
munnetly, not fit to entertaine gueſts of your worth. 

Fs. Alas Sir I know your griefe. 

Ro, *T was that that fetcht you hit her. ahde, 

Vs. \ "have loſt a worthy and a hopefull ſorme, 

But heaven that always gives, wil ſomtimes take 
And that the beſt, there is no balſome left us 

To cure ſuch wounds as theſe bur paticnce, 
There is no diſputing with the acts of heaven, 
But it there were, in what could you accuſe 
Thoſe Powers that els have bin io liberall to you, 
And left you yet one comfort in your age : 

A faire and vertuous daughter, 

Ro. Now it beginnes. 

Vir, Your blood is not extiact, nor your age childleſſe, 
From that faire branch that's left may come much fruit 
To glad poſterity, thinke on that my Lord. 

Pol. Nay heaven forbid I ſhould repine at what the 
juſtice of thoſe Powers ordaine, it has pless'd them co 
conhne my care onely to ones and to ſee her well 
beſtow d is all the comfort I now muſt looke for, 
but if it had pleas d heaven that my ſonne , ah my 
Zee. be werper, 
Vir, Alas good Gentleman. 

Ref. Fore heaven he does it rarely, 

Vir. But Sir, remember your ſelſe, remember your 
daughter, let not your gricie for the dgad make — 
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The Heire. 


— living, whoſe hopes, and fortunes depend upon your 
ſafety. 


Pol. Oh my good Lord, you never had a ſomme. 
Ref. Vac they were baſtards, and for them no doubt 
but he has done as other Lords doe. 


Pal. And therefore cannot tell what tis to loſe a ſon, 
a good ſenne, end m onely ſonne, 

Vir, 1 would, my Lord, I could as well redreſſe 
As I can take compaſsion of your gricte, 

You ſhonld ſoone finde an caſe. 

Pol, Pray pardon me my Lord, if I forget my ſelſe to- 
ward you at this time, it it pleaſe you vilite my houſe oſtet 
you ſhall he welcomes 

Vir. You would taine = my Lord,lle take my leave; 
heaven ſend yon comfort, 1 (hall make bold ſhortly to 
vilite you. 

Pal. You ſhall be wondrous welcome, 

Wiice on my ford out there. ext Virro, 
So now he'sgone, how thinkeſt thou Reſcws, 
Will not this Gudgeon bite? 
Ro/. No doutt my Lord, 
Zo faire a baite would catch a cunning ſiſh. 
Pol. And ſuch a one is he, he ever lov d 
The beauty of my girle, but that $ not it 
Can draw the nerd bred thoughts of his groſſe ſoule 
Gold is the God of his Idolatry. 
With hope of which Ie feede him, till at length 
I make him faſten, and Ix» like 
For his lov'd l graipe mn empty cloud. 

R of. How ſtands my young Lady affected to him ? 

Pol. There's ll the dithcuirie, wee muſt winne her to 
love him, Idcubt the peeviſh girle will thinke him roo 
old, hee's wellneere fifty : In this buſinefle I maſt leave 
ſowew hat to thy wit and care, praiſe bim beyond all 
meaſure, 

Ref. Vc ur Lordſhip ever found me trufty. 


Pel, I thou ck it, 1 will make thee happy. re. 
Enter 


The Heire. 


. Eater Plc, Claimant, 

Phi, Eugenie: ſiſtet then is the rich heire 
By his deccale. (lr. Ves, and the faire one too, 
She needes no gloſſe that fortune can ſet on her; 
Her beauty of it leſte were prize enough 
To make a King turne be gger tor. Phil. Hoy day 
What in love ( {riment, | lay my life tis ſo, 
Thou couldſt not praiſe her with ſuch paſsion elſe. 

Cher, I know nor, I ſlept well enough laſt night, 
But it thou ſa ſt het once, I would not give 
A farthiog for thy lite, I tell thee Phulocies 
One fight of ber would make thee cry, ay me, 
Sigh,ant locke pale, me thinkes I doe imagine 
How like an i dolatt ous lover thou wouldit looke 
Through the eye · lids, know no body. 

Phi Tis very well, but how did your worſhip ſcape 
You have ſcene her. Cr. Ttue, but | havean 
Antidote, and I can erach it thee, Phi. When 
I have need ot, lle deſire it. Chr. And ewill 
Be worth thy learning, when thou ſhalt ſee the 
Tyranny of that ſame ſcut vy boy, and what fe oles 
He makes of us ; (hall I deſcribe the beaſt : 

Phil, What beaſt ? { ler. A lover. Pts, Doe. 

Cu. Then to be briefe, I will peſſe over the pinion of 

r arcicnt farhers, as likewiſe t hole ſtrange Loves ſpo- 
en of inthe authentike hiſtories of Chivalric, A. 
ds Ganie, Fariſmme, the Kright of the Sunne, or the witty 
Knight Dev Crete de la Mancha, where thoſe brave men 
whom neither Er chantments, Gyants, Wmd-mnlls, nor 
flockes of ſheepe could varquiſh, are made the trophees 
of triumphing love. F. Prithee come to the matter 

Cir. Neither will I mention the complaints of Sir Gay 
for the faire H, not the travels of Pariſmaitor the love 
of the beautious Lr. r or laſtly, the moſt fad penance 
of the ingenious knight Den Nu apon the mountiines 
of Sciomna Morea, moved by the unjuſt diſdaine of the 
Lady Dadcinra Tee, 15 for our moderne Authoors, 1 

8 2 will 
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The Heire 


will not ſo much as name them, no not that excellent trea- 
tile of Tallia Love, written by the Maſter of Att. 

Phi, I would thou wouldſt pifſe over this paſting o- 
vet ot Authors, end ſpeake thine owne judgement. 

Cler, Why then to be briete, I thinke a Lover lookes 
like an Aſſe. 

Phi. 1 can deſcribe him better then ſo my ſelſe, hee 
lookes like a man that had ſitten up at Cards ail night, or 4 
Rale Drunkard wakened in the a1dd(t of his fleepe. 

Cle, But F Hic, would not have thee fee hs Lady, 
ſhe has a bewitching looke. 

Pbi.How dat ſt thou venture man, what ſtrange medicine 
haſt thou found, O via nete taught it thee, I doubt 1 gueſſe 
thy temedy, ot love, go to a bau dy heuſe, ot ſo, is t not? 

Cler, Faich, and that's a way I can tell you, wee 
younger brothers ate beholding to it, alas wee muſt not 
fall in love and choole whom wee like be ſt, wee have no 
Ioyntures for um, as you bleſt heires can have. 

Phil, Well I have found you ſir, and prithee tell mee, 
how ger'ſt thou wenches ! 

Cler, Why 1 can want no Panders, Ilye inthe Conſta- 
bles houſe. Phi. And there you may whore by authority 
But ( leriment, I doubt this Paragon 
That thou fo prailefk, is ſome ill favoured Wench 
W hom thou wouldft have me — at for commend ing · 

Cler, Belee vt I ſpoke in carneſt, truſt your eyes, 

Ile ſhew you her. Y. How canſt thou doe it? 
Thou know ſt this Ladies father is to mine 
A deadly enemy, nor is his houie 
Open to any of our kindred, Civ. That'sno matter, 
My lodging's the next doore to this Lords houſe, 
And my backe window lookes into his garden, 
There every morning faire Lescethoc, 
(For ſo I beate her nam'd) walking alone, 
To pleaſe her lenſes, makes eAwrere bluſh, 
To ſee one brighter then her ſelſe agpcate. 
Phil. Well I will ſee her then. * exe, 


Enter 


The Heire. 


Enter Frenkfin, Franci/ce, Luce gravica. 


Franc, Vet for her ſake be aduiſed better fir. 

Frank, lp ent Raſcall,canſt l oke me i th face, and 
know how thou halt wrong's me, thou haſt dilhonoured 
ay daughter, made 4 whore of der. 

Frans, Gentle fir, 

The wrong my love has made to your faire daughter 
Tis now too late to with undone againe, 

Bur if you pleaſe, it may be yet clos'd up 

Without diſhonour, I will marry her. 

Frank, Marry her, (he has s hot catch of that, marry a 
begzar, what /oynture canſt thou make her ? 

Franc, Sir I am poote I muſt confeſle, 

Fortune bas bleſt you better, but / (weare 

By all things that can bind, rwas not your wealth 
Was the foundation of my true built love, 

It was het ſingle uncompounded ſelſe, 

Her ſelſe without addition that I lov d, 

Which ſhall for ever in my ſi ht out weigh 

All other vvomens fortunes, and themſelves, 
And were I great, as great as could wiſh 

My ſelfe for her advancement, no ſuch barre 


As Fortunes inequality [ſhould and 
Bet wixt our loves. 


Lace, Good father heare me. 


Frank, Doſt thou not bluſh to call me father, {trumpet 
Ile make thee an 


Luce. But heare me fir, 
My ſhame will be your owne. 
Frank, No more I fay , Franciſco leuve my houſe, 1 
charge you come not here. 
Franc, | muſt obey and vvill, deare Lees be conſtant. 
Lace, Till death, . Praneſco, 
Frank, Here's a fine vvedding toyvards, the 
Bridegroome v vhen he comes for his bride, 1 
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The Heire. 


Shall find her great with child by another man, 

Pals ion a me minicu, how have you hid it ſo long? 
Lac. Fearing your anger Sit. I ſtriv'd to hide it. 
Franc, H ide it one day more then ot be damm d. 

Hide it till Shadow be marrycd to thee, 

And then let him doe his worſt, 

La, Sir 1 ſhould too much wrong him. 

Frank. Wrong him, there be great Ladies have dene 
the likc tis nonewes to ſce a bride with child. 

Ls. Good vir. 

Fra, Then be wile, lay the child ro him, hee's a rich 
man, tother s a beggar. Ls, I dare not Sir. 

Frank, Doc it | tay , and be (hall tather it. 

Ls, He knowes he never touch'd me Sir. 

Frust, That's all one, lay it to him, weele ont face him 
tis his : but hearke, he is comming, I heare the Muſicke, 
ſweare thou wilt doe thy beſt to make himrthinke tis his, 
onely for this timc, {weare quickely. Lu, 1 doc. 

Frank. Goe ſtep alide, and come whenthy que is, thou 
ſhalt heare us talke. Lece A. 

Enter Sale with maſiche, 

Sha. Morrow Father. 

Frank. Sonne bridegroome welcome, you have bccne 
lookt for here. 

Sha, My Tayler alittle diſappointed mee, but is my 
Bride ready ? 

Frank, Yeslong ago, but you and I will take a little, 
ſend in your Muficke. 

Sha, Goe + aite within, and tell me father, did ſhe not 
thinke it long till I came? 

Frank, 1 warramt her ſhe did, ſhe loves you not a little. 

$ha. Nay that I dare (weare, ſhet has given me many 
taſts of her atfection. 

Frank, What before you were 4 

J. 1 cmaeanc, in the way of honeſty father. 

Frank, Nay that / doubt, young wits love to bee try- 
ing, and to fay truth, I ſee nor how a woman can denie 

. Man 


The Heire. 


a man of your yonth ard perſon upon thoſe tearmes , 
ode not be knowne ont now. 

Sal. I have kiſt her or ſo. 

Frank, Come, come, I know you are nofoole, I ſhould 
thinke you a very Aſſe, nay I tell you plainely, I ſhould be 
loch to marry my daughter to you if I thought you had 
not try d her in ſo long acquaintance, but you have try'd 
her, and ſhe poore toule could not deny you. 

Sha, Ha, ha, bæ. 

Fra. taith tel me ſon, tis but a merry queſtion,ſhe's yours 

She. Vpon my virginity tar her, 

Fran. Sweare not by that, lic nere bolee ve you. 

She, Why then as Iam a gentleman I never did it that 
I remember. 

Fran, That you remember, oh is cthereabours ? 

Lc. Hee'letake it upon him preſently. 

Fran, You have beene ſo familiar with her, you have 
torgatthe times, but did you never come in halte fudled, 
and then in a kind humuur, Cetera n cit. 

Sha, Indeed I was wont to ſerve my mothers maides 
lo when 1 came halfe foxt as you faid, and then next mor - 
ning | ſhould laugh to my telte. 

Frank, Why there it goes, I thought to have chid you 
ſon Shallow, I knew what you ha dome, tis too apparant, 
I would uot have people take notice of it, pray God ſhet 
tude her gr-ac belly as the goes to Church to day. 

Sha. Why tather is ſhe with child? 

Fran, Asit you knew not that, fic, fie, leave your dif- 
ſembling now. 

$bs. Sure it cannot bee mine. 

Fran. How's this ; you would not make my daughter 
a whore, would you ? thus is but to try if you can ſtirre my 
choller, you wits have ſtrange tricks, do things over night 
when you are merry, and then deny um. Hut ſtay here ſhe 
comes a one, ſtep aſide, ſhe ſhall not ſee as. they ſtep ai. 

Lu. Ah may dearc Shatow, rhou need!t not have made 
Such haſt, my heart thoa know ſt was tit me cuhough 

C To 
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To thee, but I may blame my owne fond love, 
Thar could not deny thee, 

Ja. She's with child indeed, it ſwells, 

Frank, You would not beleeve mec, tis a good wench. 
She does it handſomely. aſide. 

L. But yet I know if thou hadſt beene thy ſelſe, thou 
wouldſt nere have offer'd it,twas drinke that made thee. 

Sha, Yes ſure, I was drunke when I did it, for I had 
forgot it,l lay my life twill prove a girle, becauſe ewas got 
in drinke. 

Lu, 1 am aſhamed to ſec any body. 

Fran, Alas poore wretch, goe comfort her, Lace. 

Shal. Sweet heart, nay never be aſham d, I was little 
— but Ile make thee amends, weele bee marryed 
pt Yo 

Frank, Be cheery Lace,you were man and wife before, 
it wanted but the ceremony of the Church, and that ſhall 
be preſently done. 

Sha. I, I, ſweet · heart, as ſoone as may be. 

Fran, But now I thinke ont fonne Sew, your wed- 
Jing muſt not be publike, as we intended it. 

$he, Why ſo? 

Fran, Becauſe 1 would not have people take notice of 
this fault, wee l goe to church, only we three, the Miniſter 
& the Clearke, thats w unneſſes enough, ſo the time being 
unknowne,pcople will thinke you were married before. 

Shai, But will it ſtand with my worſhip to be married 


ia private ? 

Frank. Yes, yes, the greateſt doe it, when they have 
beene nibling before band, there is no other way to ſave 
your brides credite. 

Shai. Come lets about it preſently, 

Fran, This is clos d up b:yond our wiſhes. exeant, 

Alanct Lace, 

L «. T am undone, un fc thy wit Franciſco, 

Can finde fome meanes to free me from this foole, 


W ho would have thought the ſot could be ſo groſſe p 
0 
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To take upon him what he neverdid, 

To his oe ſh me, Ile ſend tomy Franciſco, 
And I mult looſe no time, for I am dead, 

If not deliver'd from this loathed bed. 


—— 


Actus ſecundus. 


Fater Philecler, Clarimmit at the window. 


9 Ee Hlacles, yonder's that happy ſhade, 
That often vailes the faire Leawcothee, 
And this her uſuall houre, ſheele not be long, 
Then thou (halt tell ae, if lo rare in object 
Ere bleſt thine eyes before. 

Phi, Well, I would fee her once, 


Wer t but to try thy _ Clerimont. 
Che. And — — , remember what I told thee, 
I would not be ſo ficke, but ſoft looke to thy heart, 
Yonder ſhe comes, and that's her wayting woman. 
Lewecothee, and Fſacas in the 

Now gaze thy fill, ſpeake man, how lik'f thou her ? 

Lew, fes. Pſe. Madam, 

Lew, What flower was that, 
That thou wert telling ſuch a ſtory of 
Laſt night to me. 
P. Tu call'd Naroifow Madam. 

It bearesthe name of that too beautious boy, 
That ioſt himſelfe by loving of himſelſe, 
W ho viewing in a faire ſtall ſtreame 
Thoſe lips that onely hee could never kiſſe 
Dotes —— — reach in vaine 
Scriving, be drownes, t ing all beſide 
For thelov'd ſhadow the faire ſubſlunce dy d. 

Lew. Fie, ſie, I like not theſe impoſsible tales, 
A man to fall in love with his owne ſhadow, 
And dye for love, it is moſt ridiculous. 

CY P/e, 
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P/e. Madam I know not, I have oſten ſcene 
B-th men and women court the looking-glafle 
With ſo much ſeeming contentation, 
That I could thinke this true, nay weare it about um 
As lovers doe their Miſtr« le counterfeit. 
Leu. Thats not for love, but to correct their beautics 
And draw trom others admiration, 
For all the comfort that our faces give 
Voto our {elves i but reflection 
Of that faire liking that another takes 
Cler, I would we were alittle neeret um 
We might but hcare what talke theſe wenches have 
When they are alone, l warrant ſome good ſtoſfc. 
Fli, 'Tis happinefic enough for me to tee 
The motion of her lips. 
Car. Thaithis* thereabouts, 
Why Philocler, what loſt already ann, 
Strooke dead with one poere glence ? looke up for ſhame 
And tell me how thou likeſt my judgement now, 
Now thou doſt ſee. 
Phi. Ah (lriment too well, 
Too well I ſee what I ſhall never taſt, 
Yon Ladies beauty: ſhe muſt needes be cruel! 
( Though her faire ſhape deny it) to the ſonne 
Of him that is her fathers enemy, 
That, ( lerimont, that fatall differcnce 
Checkes my deſire, and finkes my riſing hopes, 
But love's a torrent violent if Ropr, 
And I amdefp: rately mad : 1 mult 
I maſt be hers, or eſe I maſt not be. 
Cler. Containe that palsion that will elſe orewhelme 
All virtue in you, all that is call d man, 
And ſhould be yours, take my advice, my heart, 
My life to ſecond you, let us conſulr, 
You may find time to ſpeake to her and woe her. 
Pbs, Nay, nay I will in ſpightof deſtiny, 
Let women and faint hearted fooles complaine 
In 
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In languiſhing deſpaire, a manly love 
Dires ſhew ieſelfe and preſſe to his deſires 
Through thickeſt croopes of horrid oppoſites, 
Were there a thoutand waking Dragons ſet 
To keepe that golden fruit: I would attempt 
T plucke and taſt it, tis the d crownes 
A brave atchicyement : what it I ſhould goe 
And boldly woe her in her fathers houſe 
In ſpight of enmity, what could they ſay ? 

Cle, Twere madnefle that not wildome : raſh attempt: 
Betray the meant s. but never works: the end. 

Pbs, She would not hate a man for loving her, 
Or if ſhe did, better be once deny d 
Then live for ever hapleſſe. 

Cle. But rake time, 
The ſecond thoughts our wi'e men ſay are beſt. 

Phi, Delay sa double death, no I have thought 
A mcanes, that ſtraight lle put in c xecut ion. 
le write a letter to her preſently, 

Take how it will. 

Cle. A Letter, who ſhall carry it? 

P hs. Il tell thee when I have done, haſt thou pen and 
inke in thy Chamber, 

Cle, Yes, there is one upon the table, Ile ſtay here at 
the vvindow, and vvateh vyherther ſhe ſtay or not, vvhat 
a ſuddaine change is this. 

Lew, Did not Count Vs promiſe to be here 
To day xt dinner. 

Pe, \ es Madam that he did, and I dare ſvveare 
He vvill not breake. 

Lew. He nec des not, he is rich enough, unleſſe 
He ſhould breake in knavery, as ſome of our Merchants 
doc novv adaics. 

P/e. Break: promiſe Madam I meane, and that he vvil 
_— your take, you knovy bis buſimeſſe, 

„. I vvould | did not, he might ſpare his paines 
And that unuluall coſt, that he = 8 
C9 In 
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In pranking up himſelfe, and pleaſe me better, 
Pe. He would not pleaſe — and his Barbar, 
For they got more for your lake by their Lord 
Then they have got this twenty yeares before. 
Len. Ah Pſecas, Pſecas, can my fat her thinke 
That I can love Count Virre, one ſo old 
(That were enough to make a march unfit) 
Fut one {a baſe, a man that never lov'd 
lor any thing call'd good, but droſſe and pelfe. 
One that would never, had my Brother liv d, 
Have mov'd this ſuite, no 1 can never loue him, 
But canſt thou keepe a ſecret firm:ly P/eeas ? 
Pe. Doubt me not Madam. 
Les, Well, lletcllthee then, 
I love, alas, I dare not ſay 1 love him, 
But there's a young and noble Gentleman, 
Lord Epe {onne, my fathers enemy, 
A man whom natures prodigali 
Stretch d even to envy in the making up, 
Once from a « indow my pleas d eye beheld 
This youthfull Gallant as hee rode the ſtreet 
Oa a corvctting Courſer, who it ſeem'd 
Knew his faire loade,and with a proud diſdaine 
Checkt the baſe earth, my father being by, 
I ask't his name, he told me PH, 
The ſonne and Heire of his great enemy: 
Indge P/cea then, how my divided breſt 
Suffer'd betweene two meeting contraries, 
Hatred and Love, but Love's A Deity, 
And muſt prevaile gainſt mortalls, whoſe command 
Not /ove himſelſe could ever yet withſtand, 

Cir, What is the letter already, I ſee theſe Lo- 
vers have nimble inventions, but bow will you ſend it ? 
Phi, What a queſtion's that, ſeeſt thou this ſtone. 
C. Ah, then I ſce your dritt, this tone muſt guide 

Your ficeting letter inthe aire, and carry it 
Tothat faire Marke you aime at. 
Phi. 
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Phi; Hard by her. 
Ck. 1 thinke you would not hit her with ſuch ſtones 
as this, Lady looke to your ſelfe, nou t comes toprocfe. 
Phi. But prithee tell mec, what doeſt thou thinke this 
Letter may doe ? 
Ca Well hope, 
Tis ten to one this Lady oft hath ſeene you, 
You never liv d obſcure in Syracuſe, 
Nor walk't the ſtrectt unknowne, and who can tell 
W hat place you beate in her affections, 
Lov'd or miſhk'sd ; if bad, this letter ſent 
Will make her ſhew her ſcot ne, it otherwiſe, 
Feare not a womans wit ; ſheele find a time 
To anſwer your kind letter and expreſſe 
What you deſire ſhe ſhould, then ſend it boldly, 
Y ou have a faire marke there. 
Phi. Cupid guide my arme, 
Oh be as juſt blind God as thou art great, 
And with that powerfull hand, that golden ſhaft 
That I was wounded, wound yon tender breſt, 
The re is no ſalve but that, no care for me. 
Ch. See what a wonder it ſtrikes um in, how it ſhould 
come. 
Phi. Shee'| wonder more to ſee what man it comes from. 
Cle, I like her well, ſhee is not afrayd to open it. 
Sher ſtarts, ſtay mar ke her action when ſhee has read the 


Letter. 


She reade1, 


xr Er it not wrong this Letter that it came 
* — one that trembled to ſubſcribe his name, 
* | caring your hate, O ler not hate deſcend, 

Not make you cruell to ſo vow d a friend. 

**It ycule nut promiſe love, prant but acceſſe, 

„and let me know my woes are paſt redreſſe. 


ge juſt then beautious Iudge,and like the Lawes 
"Con 
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« Condemne me not till you have heard my cauſe, 
* Which yyhen you have, from thoſe faire lips returne 
« Either my lite in love, or death in {corne. 
Yours or not, Philecler. 
Am I awake or dreame I, is it true 
Or does my flattet ing fancy but ſuggeſt 
What 1 molt cover. 
Pe. Madame the vvords arc there, 
Ile ſvveate it can be no illuſion. 
Les. Ic is too good for truth. 
Phi. Mocke me not fortune, 
She kiſt it, ſavvſt thou ber, oh friend ſhe k iſt ir. 
C. Ard vvith a louke that relliſh'd love, nor ſcorne, 
Lex. This lettet a ay be forged, I much de ſite ro know 
the certainty, ſeca thy helpe muſt furcher me. 
Pſe, Ile not be vvanting. 
Les. Here comes my tat her, he muſt not ſee this. 
Pe. No nor your tother ſvvecte- heart, hee is vvith 
him yoncer. 


Enter Polimetes, Dre, Roſcio, 


Pol. Nay noble Count you arc too old a ſouldicr 
To take a maides firſt no, tor a deniall, 
Toey vvill be nice at firſt, men mult purſue, 
Thar vvill obtaine, vvoe her my Lord and take her, 
You have my freeconſent if you get hers, 
onder ſhe vvalkes alone, gue comfort het 

Vw. lie doe the beſt I may, but vve old men 
Are but cold comfort, I t hanke your Lordſhips love. 

al. 1 wonder Reſcis that the peeviſh Girle 
Comes on ſo ſlovvly zno perſvvalions 
That I can uſe, doe move. the ſetting forth 
Count Uirrees greatucſſe, vvealth anddignity 
Secmes not to affect her, Roſcso, 

Rof. I doubt the cauſe my Lord, 
For vvete not char, I dare ingage my like 

She 
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She would be wonne to love him, ſhe has plac d 
Already her affections on ſome other, 
Pol. How ſhould I find it out ? 
Rs. Why thus my Lord, 
There's never man nor woman that ere lov'd, 
But choſe ſome boſome friend whoſe cloſe converſe 
Sweeten d their joyes, and eas d their burden'd minds 
Of ſach a vvorking ſecret, thus no doubt 
Has my young Lady done, and but her vvoman, 
Who ſhould it be ? tis ſhe muſt out vvith it, 
Her ſecrec ys it vvit cannot orereach, 
Gold ſhall corrupt, leave that to me my Lord, 
But if her Ladies heart doe yet ſtand free 
And unbequeath'd to any, your command 
And fathers juriſdition interpos d 
Will make her love the Count, no kind of meanes 
muſt vyant to dravy her. 
Pos, Thou art my Oracle, 
My braine, my ſoulc, my very being Reſco, 
W alke on and ſpeed, vv hile I but ſecond thee. 
Ck. Ic is even ſo, Count Vis your rivall, 
Sec hovy the old Ape ſmugs up his mouldy chaps 
To (cize the bit. 
Phi, He mult not if Ilive, 
But yet her father brings lum. he has the meanes 
That I (hall ever vvant. 
Cle, It he doe marry her 
Revenge itnobly, make him a Cuckold boy. 
PH. Thou jeſts that feels it not, pr ithee lets go. 
Cu. Stay, lle but curie him briefly for thy lake, 
If thou doſt marry her, mayſt thou be made 
A Cuckold vvithout profit, and nete get 
An Othce by it, nor favour at the Court, 
But may thy large ill gotte n treaſury 
Be ſpent in her bought luſt, and thine ovvne gold 
Bring thee adulterers, ſo farev vell good Count. 
exenne Phi. Cle, 
D Enter 
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Emer Servant. 
Ser. My Lora, there's a M. denger within 
Deſires acceſle, has buſini ſſe of import, 
Which to no care but yours he muſt impart. 


Enter Eagenio dilguiſcd, 

Pol. Admit him, now triend, your buſineſſe with mc 

Ser, It you he the Lord Pente. 

Pol. The lame. 

Enge, My Lord, I comefrom Athens with ſuch newes: 
As I dare lay is welcome, though unlook for, 
Y our ſorne FH lives whom you ſo long 
Thought dead ad mourn'd (or. 

Pol. How hives ! 

Emge, Vpon my life my Lord I ſaw him well 
Within theſe tew dayes. 

Pal, Thankes for thy good newer. 

Reward him Ko/coo, but now tell me friend, 
Haſt thou revcalu this ne es to any man 
In Syracuſe but me 

rte. Jo none my Lord, 
At every place where | have ſhid in toun- 
Enquiring for your Lordihips houte, I heard 
Thelc tragick: , but falſe newes, the contrary 
till conceal'd, though knew, intending firſt 
Y our Lordſhipscare ſhould drinke it. 

Pol, Worthy friend, 
I now mult thinke y ut wiſedome 28 Your love. 
In this wc licarricd addion, Ile requite it, 
Maeane time 91 * wc . houle, and (ill Con inge 
Y out filence in this bulinc (le, Keſcis make him wealcom e 
And hatt as little from him as you can for fearc. 

K Thinke it donc, my Lord. 

Pel. Pſecar come hither. 

I's, Reelike your ſelſe, let not a cruell doome 
Paſſe tholt faire I1ps, that never were ordau'd 


To kill, but to revive. 
Les. 
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Lew. Neither my Lord lies in th ir power to doe. 
Us. 1 cs lweete ro me 
W hom your scene Kills, and pitty will revive. 
Sew, hut, 13 ſhew'd to men in watery. 
Fs. An to am I, it not reliev'd by you. 
Eww, IT were p id in me, m Lord, to tlunłe it ſor 
Ur, | am your beautics captive, 
L. 1 cnmy Lord, 
WW has gr. ater guiſt then freed we can! give, 
415 that that Caprives mol! deage, 2»1-l t hat 
Y wa ſhall con mand,y arc tree from me my Lord. 
I's, \ our ve uty contradicts that freedome Lady 
Pol, © ome nobic Coun, I murit or chis time Her rupt 
you, yo Hun rims. enough within rotaik., 
Us. lle aue upon your Loreſhp. renn 


Mat Empriis ſolns . 
Fuge. Thus in ig ie have difcover'd all, 
Ana 1. uns the ccf y reported death, 
W hich did at heſt amar mc, but tis well, 
Tis todraw on the match between ary lifter 
Andthis rich Count, heaven grant it be c ntent 
As well a- fortune to her, but ate 
She cannot love his age, how it ucc edes 
I (hall percrive,and w hu ft &wiknowne [ ſtay, 
I cannot hurt the prozer, heipe I way. 
Enter Francs, Sumner, 

Franc, This will wake good wo ke for you in the {pt- 
uus Court, Shafow is arich man, 

Sen hate arc the men wee louke fre. there's ſomes 
what to be ge, the Corr has many bu ſſes at this time, 
but they arc lte wi rh, a tew Wan tum- Kom N got with 
child oy Servingmen or , fc ree worth ciwng 

Fra, Oo wt their Matt. is gitum with ctld fomrtimes ? 

Jam. \ cx no dou'rt, but they have got 2 tricke to pur 
um of upon their men, end for a little portion taverheir 
owue credites j belides the fe private mat riages ate much 
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out of our way, wee cannot know when there is fault. 

Fran, Wel,theic are no ſtarters 1 warrant you, bade 
ſal not deny it. and for the Wench ſhe need not conteſle it, 
ſhe has a mat ke that will betray ber. 

Sam. I thanke you ſit for your good intelligence, l hope 
tis certaine. 

Fran, Heare not that, is your citation ready ? 

Sum, I have it here. 

Fran, Well ſtep alide, and come vvben I call, I beate 
um comming. ext Sumner, 

Enter Franklin, Shallow, Luce, Parſon. 
Frank, Set tor wardthere, Frencs/co what make you here? 

Franc, I come to claime my right, Parſoc take heede 
Thou art the Authour of adultery 
If thou conj ync this couple, (he's my wie. 

Frank, Your's lauce*boxe ? 

Sal. Father, I chought thee had beene mine, I hope 
I ſhall not looſe her thus. 

Frank, Franci/co, Care not to interrupt us, for I ſweare 
Thou ſhalt indure the Uwes <xtrec miry 
For thy preſumption. 

Franc. Doe your worſt, I fcare nor, I was contracted 
to her. 

Frank, What v itnt ſſe have you ? 

Franc, Her ven is my witnelfe, whoſe impartiall cye 
Saw our contract, 

Sha. W hat an Aſſe is this to talke of contracting, he that 
will get a wench, mult make her bigger as | have done, 
and not contract. 

Franc, Sit you ate abu d. Shat, Why fo? 

Franc, Ihe wife yur goc to marry is with child, and 
by another. 

Shai. A good jeſt i'taith, mike me belceve that. 

Franc, How comes this foole poſſeſt? 
He never rouch'sd her I dare ſweare. 

Frank, No more Franciſce as you will anſwer it, 

Parſon ict torwar there. Fran, Stay, 
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If this will not ſuffice, Swmwer come forth. 
Frank. & Swemer,we are all betraid. Enter Sumner, 
Sum. God ſave you ali, I think you gueſſe my buline ſle, 
Theſe ate to cite to the ſpiritaall Court 
vou maſter Shallow, and you miftre fle Lace, 
Aske not the cau e, for tis apparant here, 
A carnall copulation, ante MATT ION 
Frank, This was a barre unlock d tor,ſpitefull Francs) co. 
Fraue. Injurious Frenk/an, could the lawes divine, 
Or humane ſuffer ſuc h an impious act, 
That thou ſhouldſt rake my true and lawtull wite, 
And great with child by me, to give to another, 
Gu ling his poore implicity. 
Shal. Doe you meane me fir ? 
Sum. Gallints farewell, my writ ſhall be obeyd. 


Frank, Swamer it (hall. exit Summer, 
Pa. Ile take my leave, ther s nothing now for me to doe 
Frank, Farewell good maſter Par/on, exit Parſon 


Frank. Franciſco canſt thou ſay thou ever lovedſt my 
daughter, and wouldſt thou thus diſgrace her openly ? 
France, No, I would winne her thus, 
And did you hold her credite halfe ſo deare 
As I, or her content, you would not thus 
Take her from me, and thruſt ber againſt her wil! 
Oa this rich foole. 
Saal. You ate very bold with me ſir. 
Franc, Let me have newes what happens deareſt Luce. 
Lu, Elie let me die. exit Franciſco. 
Frank, This was your doing Lace, it had beene unpoſ- 
ſible he ſhould ere have known the time ſo trucly elſe, but 
lle tak: an order next time for your blabb ing. 
S$hal, What's the matter father. 
Fran, We may thank you for it, this was your haſt that 
will now ſhame us all, you muſt be doing aforc your time. 
Shai, Twas but a tricke of youth father, 
Fran, And therfore now you muſt cen ſtand in a white 
ſheete for all to gaze at. 
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Sha, How ? 1 would be loth ro wearea ſurple lle now, 
tis a diſgrace the houle ot the Shakhowes never knew, 

Fran. Ali the hope is,othee rs may be brib*0,an . to they 
will,tv crc a bard world for us!0 live melt. 

Sha, Yeoulay true father, it tu ere not tor corruption, 
evety poore taſcall might tave juſtice 4s well as one ot us, 
ani that were 2 ſhame, exennt Shel, Luce 

Frank, This wass conaing F ratage mc laid, 

Lut yet Francs/co th ty it not won the Prize : 
What ſhoul I Cor, | wult not ict this caulc 
Procecdtotryall u the open Court, 

For then my daughters oath will ceſt the chill 
Vp. n Frans,co ; ne, | have feud a better, 

I will be tote the xt Court - d. y provide 
Some. nec dy Parton, onc he poverty 
Shall make um fears no Cas, he ſhall marry 
My daughter to r ch 4ory when tis done 
Our gold ſhall make a ſilence in the Court. exit, 

Enter PAN, cas, 

P/e, I muſt returne your am u cr to my Lady, 
Ile tell her you will come. Phi, Come, 
And tuch an Ang. | call, | ſh-uld forget 
All offices of nature, It hat wen 
Wiſh in cheir ſecond thuughts, ere ſuch a duty. 
Coma.cnd my icrvice to her, and to you 
My thankes for this kind Mflage. exit Pſecas, 
I never breath'd till now, nc ver til now, 

Did my life reil:(b ſweerneflegbreak not heat, 
Cracke not y ce feeble Minifts r: of nature 
Withinundation of tuc hlucil ng j 

Too great io beare ithout expicellhi n: 

The La y writes that ſhe has knowne me long 

By ſight, and lov'd me, and ſhe ſeemes t thanke 
Her ſtortes. ſh. loves, and is belov d againe, 

She (peakes my very thoughts, how ſtrange it is 

And happy when af & tous thus canmeete ; 

She further wiites at ſuch an houre today, 


Her 
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H-r fathers abſence, and all honſehold {pics 
Fitly remoov'd, ſhall give acceſſe to me 
Vuimirk d to viſite her, where ſhe alone 

Will cntertaine diſcourſe, and welcome me. 

I hope tis trucly meant, why ſhou'd Iſcare ? 
But wiſcdome bids me feare : ſie, ſie, tis baie 
To wrong a creature of that excellence, 
With ſuch {uſpict n, I ſhould injure her, 

I will as fone ſuſpect an Angel talle, 

Treaſon nett lodg d within tofaire a breſt, 
No, it her hand betray me, I will cuanc 

On any danger, tis alike to me 

To die, t tine ber falfe, for on her truth 
Hangs my chiete being, well lle looſe no time, 
N. not 4 minute, deareſt love I come, 

To mcere my {weeteſt wiſhes I will flic, 
Heaven and my truth ſhield me from treachery. 


exit. 


— 


— 


Actus teitius. 


Enter Polumeres, Raſcis, Fugenito, PH. 


Pol. [ Cannot credite it, nor thinke that ſhe 
Of ail che noble youth in Sicilic, 

Should make o tt ange a choice, that none but he, 
None but the fonn: of my vow'd enemy 
Muſt be ber mate, it lt cs me to amaze, 
Minion take heede, doe net belie your Miſtrefle, 

Phe. Mercy tor take me if 1 doe my Lord, 
You charg'd me to c . fi: the truth to you 
Which I have fully done, an? preſently 
lle bring you where conceal d, you ſhall both ſce 
Their privacy, and hear their conference. 

Pol. Wc | | beleeve thee wench,and will reward 
Thy «ruſt in this, goe get thee in again. c, 
Aud bring me word when Philoctes is come, 


Sic 
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Sir youle be ſecret to our purpoſe ? 
Emnge, As your ovvne breſt my Lord. 
Pol. I hall reſt thankefull to you: 
This ſtranger muſt be ſoothd leſt he marre all. 
Ref. This vvas vvell found out my Lord,y ou now have 
meines to take your enemie. 
Pal. Which ble ſt occaſion I will ſo purſue 
As childleſſe Che ſhall for ever tue. 
Riſe in thy blackeſt looke direſt Ve. 
Altiſtant to my purpoſe, helpe me glut 
My thirſty ſouic with blood, This bold young man 
10 his raſh love ſhall facrifice his life. 
Roſ. W hat courſe doe you intend, to ruine him 
Ped. V Vhy kill im — 
Ke. Ohno wy Lord, 
Youle rue that action, thinke not that the law 
Will let ſuch murder ſlec pe unpuniſhed. 
Pel. Should I then let tum go, when I have caught him? 
Ref. Ves ſir. to catch him taſter, and more laſcly. 
Pol. How ſhould that be? ſpeake man. 
Reſ. VVhy thus my Lord; 
You knov the law ipeakes death to any man, 
That ſteales an Heire vvithout her friends conſent, 
This muſt he doe, his love will prompt him to it. 
For he can never hope by your conſent 
To marry her, and ſhe tis ike vy ill give 
Conſent, tor vvomens love is violent, 
Then mat ke their paſlage, you ſhall cafily finde 
How to ſurpriſe them at your will my Lord. 
Pel Thouartmy Oracic, deate Ke, 
Here's Þ /e- 44 come againe z how now vyhat newes ? 
P/e. My Lordthey both are comming, pleaſe you with- 
You (hall both heare and ſee what you Gre, dravy, 
Enter Phvlocler and Lencothee, 
Len, Y'are welcome Noble (ir,and did my power 
A _avver my love, your viſitation , 


Should 
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Should be more free, and your deſerved welcome 
Expreſt in better faſhion. 

Phi. Beſt of Ladies, 
It is ſo well, fo excellently well, 
Comming from your wiſh'd love, my barren thankes 
Wirt language for'r, there lies in your faire lookes 
More entertainement then in all the 
That the vaine Perfian ever taught the world, 
Your preſence is the welcome | expected, 
That cakes it perfeR, * 

Les. Tis your noble choug 
Makes good what's wanting here, but gentle friend, 
For ſo I now dare call yous 

Pol. Tis well Minion, you are bold enough I ſee 
To chuſe your friends without my leave. 

Pls, Tis my ambition ever to be yours. 

Lew, Thinke me not light dearc bleed, ſo foone 
To grant thee love, that others might have ſought 
Wich cagereſt purſuit, and not obtain d. 

But I was yours by fate, and long have beene, 
Before you woo d, Lewcorboe was woune, 
And without reſiſtance. 
Te your kind flatten 

was your kind 1 that whil't 1 
In dulleſt ignorance, contriv d for me Tos 
The way to crowne me with felicity. 

Pol. You may be deceiv'd though, 
ou have no ſuch great reaſon 
Tothanke your ftarres if you knew all. 

Phi, And know faire Miſtrefſe you have met a loye, 
That time, nor fate, nor death can evet change, 

A man that but in you can have ao being. 
Let this kiffe ſcale my faith. 
Lew. And this mine. 

Fel. Nay tot againe, your ſweere meate ſhall have 

lowre lauce. 


FH. hut {weet, mongſt all theſe roſes ther” s one thorne. 
E Thar 


The Heire. 
Chat prickes an! galls me, our parents enmi 
Will croſſe our | — doe aſſure my ſelfe 0 
Thy tather never wi.l give his conlent. 
k Lex. N, io lthipke, he mayes we ill to Firre 
Tha, old gaz i Count, and with ſuch vchemency 
I dare (carce bide his preſence If 1 deny hit ; 
Theretore we mulſ be ſpeedy in our courſe, 
And take without hi leave what he denics. 
Pol. Ithanke you for that good daughter. 
Ro). I told you fir 'twould come to this at laſt. 
Phs, Oh thou haſt ſpoke my wilkes, and haſt (hew'd 
Thy lelfe in love as good as beautifull ; 
Then lets away deareſt Lewcothee, 
My fortune s arg notpy- Te, then feare no want, 
This conſtant lot gt ours may prove ſo happy, 
To reconcile cur parents ennuty. 
Low, Heaven grant it way, _ ;. 
Pol. Never by this meangs yongher: s 
Lev. But loft, now. 1 thioke better on t, Ile not goe, 
Phi. Why 48 hy laye ſo quickely cold? 
Lew, No, but lle not vengure thee, thine is the danger, 
Theu knowſt tis death by law to figale ap Heire., 
And my deate brothers aplt untimely death 
H. th lately ma ic mt one, What if, thou ſhould(t be taken ? 
Pbi. Oh feare not that, had Ia thouſand lives, 
They were too {mall a yeruyre for ſuch prize, 
I tell the: ſweet, a face not hal it ſo faire 
As thine, hat h atm d whale uattom in the field, 
Aud brought a thaufand ſhips to T enedos, 
To ſacke lamented T roy, and ſhould I feare 
To venture one poore life, and ſuch alife 
As would be loſt in not poſſelsing the: 
1 — that no ſ ben ſhall we goe ? 
his preſentevening, for to morrow morning 
My father lookes that I ſhould give conſent 
To marry with the Count, 8 
Phi. Beſt of all, would twere this preſent houre, 


Ile 


ne 


The . 
„ L cull thee here ? 
. Ohno, weele inect ej 

Phi. Wheredeareſt? 

Lew. Eaſt from the City by a Rivers fide, 
Not uiſtant halfe a mile there ſlands a grove, 
Where otten riding by I have obierv d 
Alnthk Hermitage, there wil 1 ſtay 
1t Ide firſt; # you, doe you the like, 

Let th heute be ten, then (hail I beſt eſcape. 

Phi, Nere (weeter comfort came from Angels lips; 
I know the place and will be ready there 
Before the houre » lle bring atriend with ac 
As true s mine owne heart, one Clerimont, 
That may doe us good it danger happen. 

Lew Vi« your pleaſure. 

Pi. Deareſt farewell, 

Hours will feeme yeures till we are met againe, run. 

Pot. Ah firrah, this geere goes well, godumercy — 
for thy intelligence , — t his is 23 much as man could 
deſite, the time, place, and every thing ; | warrant um they 
paſſe no further, well goe thoa in and waite upon thy 
Miſtres, ſhe's melancholly till ſhe fee her ſweer-heart a- 
gaine, but when ſhee does, ſhee (hall not ſee him long, 
Nut a wordof whats paſt among as for your life. 

Pe, I warrant you my Lord. 

Pol. Ie not ſo much as ſhow an angry locke, or any to- 
ken that I know of any of their proceedings, but Roſcio, 
wee mult lay the place ſtrongly, if they hould ſcape us l 
were prettily fool'd now after all this. 

Ne. Whyns imp uble my Lord, weele trong 
enough, beſides I thinke it fit wee tooke an Officer along 
with us to countenance it the better. 

Pol, Thou fayſt well, 222 lle goe my ſelſe 2 


long with you too, I love to ſee ſport though I am old, 
youle goe with us too (ir? 
Es. 1 fir, you ſhall commaund my ſervice when you 
are ready. 
E 2 Pol. 


The Heire. 


Pol. Now Enphaes, what I did but barely a& 
Thy bleeding heart (hall feele, loſſe of a ſonne, 
If Law can have bis courie, as who can let it, 
I know thouthink'ſt mine dead, and in thy hear 
Laugheſt at my falling houſe, but let them laugh 
That wianc the prize, things nere are knowne tiil ended. 
exennt Pol, & Rof. 


Engenio ſolur, 


Enge, Well, 1 like my fiſters choice, (hee has taken a 
man whole very lookes and carriage ſpeake bim wort hie 
befides hee is noble, his fortunes ſuthcient , they both 
love each other, what can my father more deſire, that 
hee gapes ſo atter this old Court,that comes for the eſtate, 
as tot her upon my ſoule does not, but pure {porleſic love, 
but now his pl t is for revenge upon his old enemy : fie, 
fic, tis bloodie and unc hriſtian, my ſoule abhorres ſuch 
acts, tbis match may rather reconcile our houſes, and I de- 
fire w here worth is to have friendſhip, as on my ſoule tis 
there. Well Philecler, I hope to call thee brother. Some» 
what lle doc, lle goe perſwade Count Vere not to love 
her, I know the way, and lle but tell him truth, bet bro- 
ther liv: s, that will coole his love quickelic ; but loft, here 
comes the Count as fit as may bee. 


Enter Curse. 


Dir. She loves me not yet, but that s no matter, I ſhall 
have ber, her father faics I (hall, and I date take his word 
maides are quickely over-rul'd, ah ha, methinkes lam 
growne younger then I was by tyventic ycarcs, this for- 
tune caſt upon me, is better then Aſearas; charme, to make 
an old man young againe, to have a Lords eſtate freelic be 
ſtovved , and vvith it ſuch a beaatic as would warme 
Neſtor: bloud, and make old Priam luftic. Fortune 1 ſec 
thou loveſt mec novy, Le build a Icmple tothee ſbertly, 

and 
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The Heire 


and adore thee as the greateſt Deitie. Now , what 
arc you ? 

Fuge. A poore ſchollet my Lord, one that am little be- 
holding to fortune. 

Dir. So are moſt of your proſeſtion, thou ſhouldeſt 
take ſome more thriving occupation, to bee « Judges 
man, they are the braveſt now adayes, or 1 Car- 
_ Pander, that were a good proſeision and 

ine full. 

— But not lavvfull my Lord. 

Unnre. Lavviull: That Cardinall may come to bee 
Pope, and then hee could pardon thee and himſelie 
too. 

Fuge. My Lord I was brought up a ſcholler, and 1 
thanke you for your counſell, my Lord I have forme for 
you, and therefore I came. 

Dir. For me, what I prithee ? 

Ewge, Tis weightic and concernes you neere. 

Vir, Speake what is't ? 

Emge. My Lord z You are to marric old Polimete, 
daughter. 

Ut. AndHeirc, 

Fuge. No Heire my Lord, her brother is alive. 

Fs, Hos | thou irt mad. 

Eee. My Lord, vvhat I ſpeake is true, and to my 
knovviedge his father gives it out in policie to marric 
his daugbter the better, to hooke in ſuitors, and ſpecially 
aim d at you, thinking you rich and covetous, andnowhe 
har caught you. 

I's. Gar doſt thou mocke me ? 

Enuge. Let me bee ever milerable if I ſpeake not truth 
a5 ſure as 1 am here Cg lives, | know it, and know him 
where he is. 

Vr. Where prithee? 

Ewge, Not a daics journey hence, where his father en- 
joyncd him to ſtay till your match, and ſcads word to him 
of this plot: belides I oyer-heard the old Lord, and his 


E 3 can 


The Ware. 
wan Roſcoo, laughing at you for being canght thos- 


Vir. W hy, wer't thou at the | 

Ege. Yes, but had ſcurvy entertainement, which 1 
have thus reveng'd. | 

Ii. Bcſhrevy wy heart I knowe not vyhat to thinke 
on't, *ris like enough, this Lord was alwayes cunnin 
beyond meaſure, and iramaz,'d mee that hee ſhould grov v 
lo exticame kinde to mee on the ſuddaine, to offer mee 
all this : beſides this fellovve is fo confident, aud on do 
eades of couſcnage that I can fee ; vvell, I vyould faine 
enjoye her, the V Vench is delicate, but I yyould have the 
eſtate too, ind not be guli d, what ſhall I doe Þ now braines 
if ever you will, helpe your Maſter. 

Exe. It ſtings him. 

Vir. Well, fo fir, what may I call your name? 

Fuge, Ir my Lord. 

Us, Your name, as well as ypur attire, ſpeakes you 


ore. 

Enge, I am ſo. 

Vir. And very poore. 

Fuge. Very poore, 

Vir, Would you not gladly take a courſe to get monic 
and a great ſumme of money. 

Ewge, Yes ghdly,it your Lordſhip would but ſhew me 
the way. | | 

Dir. Harke ye. 

Fuge. Oh my Lord, Conſcience. 

Vs. Fie, never talke of conſcience, and for Law thou 
art fi ce, for all men thinke him dead, and his father will be 
aſhamed to follow it, having alreadie given him for dead, 
and then who can know it? Come be wile, five bundred 
crownes lle give. 

Emge, Well, tis povertic that does it, and not I, when 
ſhall I be paid ? | 

fir. When thou haſt donc it. 

Eee. Well give mc your hand for it my Lord. 

Vir. Thou ſhalt, 

Ergee. 


The Heire. 
Eege. In writing, to be paid when I have poiſoned him, 
and chinke it done. 
Vw. Now thou ſpeak it like thy ſelſe, come in, Ile give 
it thee. 
Engr, And this (halt top thy mouth for ever Count. 
Liw ene ſola. 
Lew, There is no crearure bete, I àm the firſt, 
Me thinkes this fad and ſolitat ic plate 
Should ſtrike a terrour to ſuch hearts as unc 4 
Bat love has made m b. 1d, rhe time has beeae, 
In ſuch a place as this I ſhould have fear'd 
Each rowting leafe, and trembled at i reede 
Stirr'd in the Moonſhine, my Fearefull fancic 
Would frame a thouſand apparitions, 
And worke ſome feare our of avy veric ſhadow : 
I wonder Phalecles is rardic thus, 
W hen laſt we parted, everie houre, he (aid, 
Would ſecme a yeare til we were met againe, 
It ſhould not ſeeme ſo by the haſt his cates, 
lie fit and reſt me, come | know he will. 
Enter Phdoclerand Cleriment. 
Phi. This Cleriment, this is the happie place 
W here I ſh1l meere che fyarneof all ay joyes, 
And bee poſſeſt of ſuch a Treaſut ie 
As wo ild enrich a Monarch. 
Lew, This is his voice, my Places. 
Phi. My life, my ſoale;w hat here before me. 
Oh thou doſt ſti! outgoe me, and doſt make 
All my endeavours poore in the tequital 
Of thy large favours, but I forget my ſelſe, 
$weet bid my friend here welcome, this is he 
That I dare truſt next mine owne heart with ſecrets» 
But why art thou di guiſed thus? 
E. 1durſt not venture elſe to make eſcape. 
Phi, Even nou te thitlkes Iſtand 2s 1 would with 
With alt my wealth about me, ſuch a love 
And tuch a friend, what catv'be addei more 
To 


The Heire. 


To make a man live bappie, thou darke grove, 
That baſt beene call'd the ſeate of melancholy, 
And ſhelter for the diſcontented ſpirits: 
Sure thou art wrong d, thou ſeem it co me a place 
Of (ſolace and content, a Paradiſe, 
That giveſt me more then ever Court could doe, 
Ot richeſt Palace, bleſt be thy faire ſhadcs, 
Let birds of muſicke ever chant it here, 
No croking Raven, or fli-boading Owle 
Make here their balefull habitation 
Frighting thy walkes, but maiſt thou be a grove 
W here loves faire Queene may take delight to ſpott: 
For under thee two faithfull lovers mecte, 
W hy is my faire Lucothos ſo ſad ? 
Lew, I know no caute, bur I would falne be gone. 
Phi, Whither ſweete ? 
Lew, Any whither from hence. 
My thoughts divine of treaſon, whence I know not, 
There is no creature know es our meeting here 
Bur one, and that s my maid, (ſhe has becne truſtic 
And will be ſtill I hope, but yer I would 
She did not know it, prithee let's away ; 
Any where elſe we are ſecure from danger, 
Then let's remove, but prithce be not (ad. 
W bat noiſe is that? ie Within, 
Lew. Ay me. Phi. Oh fearenot Love. drow. 
Enter Polumetes, Reſcus, Eugenie and Officers, 
Pe! Vponum Othcers, yonder they are. 
Phi, Th: eves, Villaines. 
Pol. Thou art the Thicte and the Villaine too, 
Give me my daughter thou Raviſher. 
Phi, Firſt take my life. 
Pol. Vpon um I (ay, : 
Knock um dawne Otficet$if they reliſh, they are taken, 
Les, Oh they are loſt ab wicked, wicked Pera. 
Pol. So keepeum faſt, weele haveym faſter ſhortly, 
and for you Minton, Ile tic a clogge about yeur necke tor 


runalng 


9 
* . 

The Heirs, 

running way any more. 

Lev. \et doe but heare me father. 

Pol, Call me not father thou diſobedient wretch, 
Thou Run-away,thos art nochild of mine, 

My daughter nere wore Breeches, 

Le. Oh fi y mechcr would have done as much 
For love of you, it need had fo | 
Thinke no: my mind transformed as my bite. 

Pol. Ofticers away with um, peaco l rumpet, 

You way diſcharge hem, he's but an affiſtane 

Lew, O ſtay end heare me yet, heare but a word 
And that my la@ it may be, doe not fpill 
The life of him in whom my life ſubliſts, 

Kill noe to lives in one,remember fir, 

I was your daughter once, once you did love me, 

And tell me then, what fault can be fo great, 

To make a father murderer of hischild, 

Far ſo you arc in taking of his life. 

Oh thinke noe fir that I will (tay behind him, 

Whilſt there be Aſpes, and knives, and burning coles, 

No Romane dame ſhall in her great exampic 

Outgoe my love. 
PM. Oh where will ſorrow ſtay, 

Is there no end in griefe,or in my death 

Not puniſhment caough for my offence, 

But maſt her griefe be added to atfii4 me ? 

Dric up thole pearles deareſt Lencorboe, 

Or thou wilt make me doubly miſctable, 

Preſerve that life, that I may after death 

Live in my better part, take comfort deare, 

People would mee if ſuch beautic ſhould 

For me miſcatry, no, live bappy thou, 

And let me ſuffer what the la inflits, 
Len. My offence was as great as thine, 

And why not my puniſhment ? 

Pol, Come have you ? Officers away with him. 
exit Philocles, 

Ile 


The Heire. 
Ile be your keeper, but Ile looke better to you, 
But Reſcis you and 1 muſt about the buſineſſe: 
Sir let it be your charge to watch my daughter, 
And ſee ſhe ſend no meflage avy whuther, 
Nor reccive any. rent. 
Manent Eugenio, c Leucet hes. 

Fuge. It ſhall my Lord. Ile bee an Argue, none ſhall 
come here I warrant you. My very heart blecdes to ice 
two ſuch lovers ſo faithſull parted ſo. I muſt condemne 
my tather, het 's too creell in this action, and did not na- 
ture forbid it , I could raile at him, to wreake his long 
foſtered malice againſt Lord Eapbvues t hus upon bis ſonne, 
the faithfull lover of his owne daughter, and upon her, 
for ſhould it come to paſſe as hee expects it ſhall, I thinke 
it woul1 kill her too, ſhe takes it ſo: See in what ſtrange 
amazement now ſhe ſtands, her griefe has ſpent it ſelte fo 
farre that it has left her ſenſeleſſe, it grieves mec thus to 
ſee her, I can ſcarce forbeate revealing of my ſelſe to her, 
but that I keepe it for a better occaſion when things ſhall 
bettet anſwer to my purpoſe : Lady. 

Leu, What arc you? 

Ew, One that my Lord your father has appointed to 
give attendance on you, 

Lew, On me ! alas I needno attendance, 

He might beftow his care better for me. 

Es I came but lately to him, nor doe I meane 
Long to ſlay with him, in the meane time Lady 
M-ght I but doe you any ſervice. 

Lew, All ſervice is too late, my hopes are deſperate. 

Es, Madam, I have a feeling of your woe, 

A greater your owne brother could not have, 
And thinke not that I come ſaborn'd by any 

To undermine your ſecrets, I am true, 

By all 2 — | a, for _ eraall 

Command me any thing, me on any melage 
Ile dbe it faithtally, or any — 


That my poore power can compaſſc. 
z 


The Heire, 


Law, Oh ſtrange fate 

Have I loſt pitty in a fathers heart. 

And ſhall I finde it in a ſtranger? fir 

I (hall not live to thanke you, but my prayers 
Shall goe with you. 

Ewge, Tis not for thanks or meede 
But tor the ſervice that I ove to vertue 
I would doe this, 

Les. Surely this man 
Is nobly bred, how ere his habite give him: 
But fir, all ꝓhiſicke comes to me too late, 
There is no hope my Philecles ſhould live. 
Es, Valeſſe the King were pleas d to grant his pardon, 
Tete good that he were moo d. 
L. Ah who ſhoulq doe it? 
I feare mc tis in vaine, t Vir. 
And my father both will croſſe it, but I would venture 
If I could get but thit her. 

Es. That's in my power 
To give you liberty, your father left 
Me to be your keeper, but in an act 
So meritorious as this I will not hinder you, 
Nay I will walte upon you tothe Court. 

Lew. A thouſand thankes to you, well Ile goe, 
Grant oh you Powers above, if Virgines tcares, 
If a true lovers prayers had ever power 
To move compaision, grant it now to me, 

Arme with ſo ſtrong a vigour my weake words, 
They may pierce deepe into bis kingly breſt, 
And force out mercy in ſpite of all oppoſers: 

. Come let saw ;. 


The Heire. 


Actus quattus 


Enter-Franciſco reading a Letter, 


Fran. MI deareſt Lace, were thy old 8 ire as juſt 
As thou art truely conſtaat, our firme love 

Had ere, e. 

All my deſignes as yet, 

That I * I ſec are fruſtrated, 

For as my fairc intelligencer writes 

He will before the next Court day provide 

Some careu ſſe Par ſon, that in of lawes 

Shall marry her to Shatow ; this being done, 

He meancs to hold the Courts ſeverity 

In by a golden bit, and ſo he may, 

Alas & is too true, I ma(t prevent it, 

And that in time, before it grow too farre ; 

But how ? there lies the poinret difficult te: 

But hat ſtrange ſight is ris chat greeres mine cyes? 

eAlphon/o my old Captain, (urt tis he. 

Enter Aiptonſo, - 

Al. Thus once tro twentie yeart gc xile, 

Toſt by-che fiorines af fortune too ar, 

Has gratious heuvvn gi en qe leovt to tread 

My native carth of Siciltie,and draw 

That aire that fed me it Infancie. 


all. Kind youth, the teares of joy that I have ſpent 
To greet my native countrey have quite tobb d 
Mine eyes of moiſture, and have left me none 
Io s iwer thy affeRtion : but tell mce, 
Tell mc how thou haſt liv din Sytracuſe 
Thelc five yeares here, ſince that uniuckic Rorme 


Divided us at (ca. 


Fras. 


The Heire 

Fran, Faith poorely fr, 
As one that knowes no kindred nor alliance, 
Vaknowne of any have I ſhifted our, 
But I have heard you ſay that I was borne 
In Syracuſe, tell me what ſtocke I come of, 
W hat parentage, how meane io ere they be, 
They cannot well be poorer then my ſelfe: 
Speake, doe you know them fir ? 

Al. Les very well, 
And I am glad the fates have brought me home, 
For thy deare lake, that I may now diſcloſe 
Thy honourable birth. Fran, Honourable ? 

Al, Yes noble youth thou art the ſecond ſonne 
To old Lord Eb man more worthy 
And truely noble u ver drew this aire ; 
Thy name's Lyſandro, this ducoverie 
Win be as weicome to your triends 28 you. 

Fren, \ ou doc amaze me fir. 

Al. Ie tell you all, 
It was my fortune twentie ycare agoe, 
Vpon the Tyrrhene ſhore, whoſe (ca diyides 
This le from Italy to keepe a fort 
Va ler your noble father, where your ſelſe 
Then but a child, was le ft to my tuirion, 
W hen ſuddainclie the rude aſſailiag force 
Of ſtrong Ita lun Pyrates fo prevail'd, 
As to ſut priſall of the fort and us. 
Your name and noble birth I then conceal'd 
Fearing ſome outrage trum the enmitie 
Of thote fell Pyrates,and fince from your ſelſe 
I purpolcly have kept the knowledge of it, 
As lot h to grieve your preſent miſetic 
With knowlec ge of what fortunes you had loſts 
That thus is true, you firvight ſhall ſee th eff ct, 
lle goe acquaint your fat er with the rokcns, 
And make his orcjoy d heart leape to embrace 
Thee his new tound and long forgotten ſonne. 

F 3 . 
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Fran, Worthy Captaine, your preſence was alwaes 

Welcome to me, but this unlook'd for newes, 

cannot ſuddenlie diigeſt. 

Al. Weil 11: cot — him preſer:tly. exit Aiphon, 
Fran. Now my deaie Lare, I ſhall find meanes to quite 

Thy love, that couldit deicend fo low as L 

When I was nothing, and with tuch afteRtion. 

This was my ſuit {Hl to the Powers above 

To make me worthic of thy conſtant love. 

But lic about the projet I intcuded. exit Franci/ts, 

Enter Dore and Polumetes, 

Pol. VVhy now my Lord you are neerer to her love 
then (vet you were yet, your rivall by this accident ſhall 
be remov'd out of the way, for before the (cornetull girlc 
would r evct tancic any man elic. 

Dr. I concave you fir, 

Pol. I labout d it for your fake as much as for my own, 
to remove your rivall and my cncmie, you have your love, 
and I have my revenge. 

. I ſhall live my Lord to give youthankes, ofde 
but 'ewill be after a ſtrange manner, if Ir has diſpatch'd 
what hee was hired to, then my kind Lord I ſhall be a lit- 
tle roo cunning for you. 

Fel. My Lord you are gracious with the King. 

Fir, Ithanke his Ma jeſtie, I have his care * an- 
other man. 

Pol Then {ce no pardon bee granted, you may ſtop any 
thing; I know FHH will be folliciting for his ſonne. 

V. 1 warrant you my Lord no — paſſes whil'Qt I 
am there, Ile bee a barre betwixt him and the King, but 
hcarke the King approche 8. 

Enter King with attendants; 

Ambo, Health to your Majeſtic, 

King. Count Virre, and Lord Polameter wel 
You have beene ſtrangers at the Court of late ; 


But I can well excuſe you Count, you are about a wife, 
A young one and a faire one too they tay, 


come, 
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Get me young ſouldiers Count, but ſpeake 
When is the day ? I meane to be your gueſt, 
You ſhall not ſtcale a marriage. 
Vir, Ithanke your —2 bnt the marriage that I in- 
tended is ſtolen to my hand, and by another. 
King. ſtolen, how man? Vir. My promiſed wite 
Is latelie ſt ne away by Philecles, 
Lord Exphwucs ſonne , againit her fathers will, 
Who followed am and apprehended them, 
The Law may right us (ir, if it may have courſe. 
King. No teaſon but the Law ſhould have his courte. 
Enter Faphucs, 
Emp. Pardon dread Soveraigne, pardon for my ſonne 
King. Your ſonne, Lord Emphacs, what is his offence * 
Exp. No bainous one my Liege, no plot of treaſon 
Againſt your royall perſon or your ſtate, 
Theſe agedcheckes would bluſh to beg a pardon 
For ſuch a foule oſfcuce, no crying murder 
Hut h ſtam d his innocent hands, his fault was love, 
Love my deare Liege, unfortunately he tooke 
The daughter and Heire of Lord Polineter, 
Who followes him, and ſeekes extremitic» 
Pol. I ſeeke but law, Iam abus'd my Liege, 
Iuſtice is all I beg, my daughter's ftolae , 
Staffe of my age, let the law doe me right. 
Vi, To his jaſt prayers do I bend my knee, 
My promis'd wiſe is ole, and by the ſorme 
Of that injurious Lord, juſtice I crave. 
Cup. Be like thoſe Powers above, whoſe place on earth 
You repreſent, (hew mercie gracious King, 
For they are metcifull. 
Pol. Mcrcie is but the Kings prerogative, 
Tis juſtice is his office, doing that 
He can wrong no man, no man can complaine, 
But mercic ſhew'doft takes away relicte 
From the wrong d partie, that the law would give him 
fu. The law is blind and ſpeakes in generall tearmes, 


She 
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She canaot pittie Where cc n ſerves, 
The living law cn moderate her rigoury 
And that's the King. 
Pel. The king l bope in this will not doe ſo. 
Emp. lis malice makes thee ſpeake, 
Hard hearted Lorri, had it thou noother way 
To wreake thy canł ted and long foltred hate 
Vpon my head but thus, thus bloudilic 
By my ſonnes ſuſſet iag. and for fuck a fault 
As thou ſhouldſt love him rather, is thy daughter 
Diiparag'd by his love, is bis blood baſe, 
Or are his fortunes ſunke ? this law was made 
For iuch like cautions, to reſtraine the baſe 
From wronging noble perſons by attempt 
Of luch a kind, but where cqualitie 
Mee tes in the match, the fault is pardonable, 
Emer Lemcothee, 
Lew. Mercie my Soveraigne, eercie gracious King. 
Pol. Minion who (cut for you, twere more mode tie 
For veto be at home. 
K mg. Let her alone, ſpeake Ladie, 
I cha: ge you no man interrupt her. 
Les. It ever pittie touch d that princely bref}, 
It ever Virgines teares had to move, 
Or if you ever lov'd, and felt the pangs 
That other Lovers doe, pittic great King, 
Pirtie, and — two unhappie Lovers. 
K ing. Your life is not in queſtion. 
Loo? Yes royal firs 
If Law condemne my Phulecles, he and 1 
Have but one heart, and can have but one fare. 
E. Excellent vertue,thou hadſt aot this from thy father. 
King. There's muſicke in her voice, and in her face 
More then a mortall beautic : Oh ay heart 
— be loſt in paſ on if L heare her, 
hear e no more, convey her from my preſence, 
Quick diy | ſay, eg. This is Fraoge, 
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Dir. I told you what he would doe, I knew 
He would not heare of a pardon, and I againſt it, 

He reſpeRts me. 

Pol. No doubt he does my Lord, 

I like this well. 

King, But , 

Stay Ladie, let me heare you, beſhrew my heart 
My minde was running of another matter. 

Vs, Where the devill hath his minde beene all this 
while, perhaps hee heard none cf us neither, we may eene 
tell our tales 2gaine, 

Pol. No (pre he heard us, but tis very ſtrange. 

King. Lis ſuch a tempting poiſon I draw in, 
cannot ſtay my draught, riſe up Ladie. 

Len. Never untill your graces pardon raiſe me; 
There's pitti e in your eve, oh ſhew it fir, 
diy pardon gracious King, tis but a word 
And ſhort, but welcome asthe breath of life. 

King. Ile further heare the manner of this fact, 
Avoidethe preſence all but the Ladie, 

And come not till I ſend. 
Pol. 1 like not this. 

Vir. Nor I, here is mad dancing 

Enp. Heaven bleſſe thy ſate, — mirrour of thy ſex, 
And beſt example of true conſtant love, 

That in the {ca of thy tranicendent vertucs 

Drown'ſt all thy fathers malice, and tedeem 

* in my thoughts then all thy kin can loſe. ,. 
King. Now Lie, what would you doe to ſave the life 

Of him you love ſo dearclic ? 

Lew, 1 cannot thinke that thought I would not doc, 
Lay it in my power, and beyond my power 
I would attempt. 

King, \ ou would be thankfall then tome, 
If I ould grant his pardon. 

Lew, It ever 1 were thankefull to the Gods 
Fer all that I call mine, my hcalth and heieg, 

G Could 
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Could Ito you be unthankeful for a gift 
I value more then thoſe, and without which 
Theſe bleſtings were but weariſome. 

K mg. Tho'e that are thankefull ſtucie torequitea cur- 
teſie, would you doe ſo? would you requite this tav our ? 

Leu, 1 cannot hr, 

For all the ſervice I can doe your Grace 

Is but my dutie, you are my Soveraigne, 

And all my deedes to you are debts not merites. 
But to thoſe powers above that can requite, 

That from their wallleſſe treaſures heape rewards 
More out of grace then merits on us mortalls, 

To thoſe lle ever pray that they would give you 
More bleſsings then 1 have ak ill to aske. 

King. Nay but Lencethee, this lies in thy powerto re- 
quite, thy love will make requitall, wiit thou love me ? 

Lew, I over did my Lord. 

I was inſtructed from my infancie, 
To love and honour you my Suveraighes 

King. Bat ins neerer bond of love. 

Lew, There is no nec ret nor no truer love 
Then that a loyall ſubjeRt beares a Prince. 

King. Still thou wilt not conceive mec, I muſt deale 
plaine — — wile thou lic with me, and 1 vill (cale his 
pardon prelenthe ; nay more, e heape upon j ou both all 
favcurs, all honours that a Prince can give. 

Lew, Oh mee unhappic | 
In what a fad dilemma ſtands my choice, 

E:ther to loſe the man my ſoule moſt loves, 
Or fave him by a deed of ſuch diſhonout 

As he will ever loath me for, and hue 

To draw that breath that was ſo baſclic kept. 
Name ame thing but that to ſave hit life, 

I know you doc but tc mpt my frailtic (ir, 

I know your royal thoup hts could never loop 
To iich a foule diſhonourable act. 


List. Bethinke thy ſelfe, there is no way but thut, 
I tweare 


le 
19 
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1 (weare by heaven never to pardon him 
But upon e conditions. 

Lew, Oh | am miſcrable. 

K. Thou art not if not wilfull, yield Zawcothes, 
It hall be ſecret, P kulocler for his life 
Shall thanke thy love, but never know the price 
Thou paidſt for it ; be wiſe thou heardit me (weare, 
I cannot now ſh. w mercie, thou maiſt faue him, 
And it he vic, tis thou that art che Tyrant. 

Lew. I ſhould be ſo if I ſhould fave bim thus, 
Nay I chould be a Traytor to your Grace, 

Berray your ſoule to ſuch a ſoe as luſt, 
But fince your cath is paſt, deare Philoclss 
Ile ſhew to thee an honeſt crueltie, 

And rather follow thee in ſpotleſſe death, 
Then buy with ſinning a d1{honour's lite. 

King Vet pittie me Lewcorbes, cure the wound 
Thane eyes have anade, pittie a begging — 4 
Vuctutme the charmes of thy bewitchiug 
Or thru wilt leave me dead : will nothing move thee, 
Thou art a witch, a Traytor, thou haſt ſought. 

By uareſiitcd ipcils thy Soveraignes lite : 
W ho are about us, call ia the Lords againe, 
Lord Polumet er, take your daughter to you, 
Keepe her at home. 


Pd. I will my Lege, Roſcis (ce her there, I wonder 


What is done. 
K ing. Fee have tane a ſolemae oath 
Never to grant a pardon to thy ſonne. 
Emp. ON lay nc lo my Leige, your Grace I know 
Has mercy tor a _ fault then this. 
Kg. My oach is paſt and cannot be recall d. 
Pol. This is beyond dur wishes. 
Us, W bat made him {weare this I wonder ? 
Fe. * heavie ath to me, aud moſt unlook d for. 
Your joſtice fir has ſet a period 
Vuto a loyal houtc, a familic 


G 3 That 
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That have beene props of the Sicylian crowne, 
That with their bloods in many an honoured field, 
Gainſt the hot French, and Neopolitan 
Have ſetv d for youand your great Anceſtors, 
Their children now can never more dot ſo, 
Farewell my ſoveraigne, whileſt I in teates 
Spend the (ad remnant of my childleſſe age, 
lle pray for your long life, and happie raigne, 
And may your Grace and your poſteritic 
At neede finde hands as good, and hearts as true 
As ours have evcr beene. 
King. Farewell good old man. 
Emp, For you my Lord, y ur crueltie has deſerv d 
A curie from me, but I can utter none, 
Your daughters _— has weigh'd down your alice, 
Hcaven proſper her. Pol, Amen, 
King. He is an honeſt man, and truelie noble, 
Oh my raſh oath, my luſt chat wasthe caulc, 
W ould anic price would buic it in againe. 
Vs. Your Moejeſtie is juſt. 
Pol. 1 is a happic land 
Where the King ſquares his actions by the law. 
King. Away, you arc baic and bloodie, 
That tecd your malice with pretence of juſtice, 
Tis ſuch as you make Princes tyrannous, 
And hated of their ſubjt ts, brit looke to'r, 
Looke your owne heads ſtand ſaſt, for if the law 
Doe find a hole m your coates, beg no mercie. 
Dir. Pardon us my Lord, we were wrong d. 
Pel. And fought redreſſe but by a lawfull courſe. 
King, Well leave me done. 
Vs, farewell my Liege, now let hum c hafe alone. 
Peil. Now we have our cnds. n 
King. Is there no meanes to fave him, tio way, 
To get a diſpenſation for an oath, 
None that I know, except the Curt of Rome 
Will grant one, that s well thought on, 
will 
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1 will not ſpare for gold, and that will doe it, 

Nucanr, Wien. Sir. 
K ing. What booke is that 

Thou hadſt from Paris about the price of finnes ? 
Nic. Tis called the Taxes of the Apoſtolicall Chancery. 
K ing, 1s there a price for any ſinne ſet downe ? 
Nie. Any fir, how hainous ere it be, 

Or of what nature, for ſuch a lumme of money 

As is ſet downe there, it ſhall be remitted. 
K ing. That's well, goe fetch the book preſentlie. 
Nie. I will my Lord. exit Mica 
K ing. Jure there is per jorie 

Among the reſt, and I (hail know what rate 

It beares before I have committed it. 

How now, haſt brought it ? Nic. Yes ſir. 
Kg. Reade, I would know the price of perjurie. 
Nie, I ſhall find it quickelic, here's an Index. he read? 

Impr. For murder of all kindes, of aClergic-man, of a Lay- 

man, of father, mother, ſonne, brother, lifter, wife. 

K ing. Reade till you come at perjurie. 
Nie. hems, for impoyſoning,cncbantments, witchcratr, 
facriledge, fimonic, and their kind and branches. 

Item, pro lapſe c, fornication, adulterie, Inceſt with- 


out ante exception, ot diſtintion ; for ſodomie, btutalitie, 
or anie of that kind. 


K img, My heart ſhakes with horrour 
To heare the names of ſuch dereſted ſmnes, 
Can theſe be bought for any price of monie, 
Or doe theſe merchants but deceive the world 
With their falſe wares ? no more of that foule booke, 
I wiil not now know what I came to know, 
I woul4 not for the world redeeme my oath 
By ſach a courſe as this, no more Nicener, 
Vnlefſe thou finde a price for Atheiſme. 
— * ay to — I fee, 

tk £ another chat ma prove 

Ard both diſchargt my oath, and (ave his life. 


„ 9 Nicaner 
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Nic runne preſentlic, call Afatbo hither, 
Maths the Lawyer, command him to make haſt, 
I long to be refolv d. 

Nie. Irunnc fir. 

Ku. He isa ſubtle Lawyer and may find 
Some point, that in the Lawes obſcuritie 
Lies hid from us, ſome point may doe us good, 
I have ſcene ſome of his profeſſion 
Out of a caſe as plaine, as clearc as day 
To our weake judgements, and no doubt at firſt 
Meant like out thoughts by thoſe that made the Law, 
Picke out ſuch hard inc xtricable doubts, 
That they have ſpun a ſute of ſeven yeares lorg, 
And lead their h»od-winke Clients in a wood, 
A moſt irrcmeable Labyrinth, 
Till they have quite conſum'd um, this they can doe 
In other calcs, why not as well int his. 
I have ſecne others could extend the Law 
Vpon the wracke, or cut it ſhort againe 
To their oe private profits, as that thiefe 
Crucll Procrnſter ſet v his hap eſſe gueſts, 
To ſit them to his bed ; Well I ſhallfee, 
I would Nice were return'd againe, 
I would faine caſe my conicience of that oath, 
That raſh and inconſide tate oath I trouke, 
But ice, here they are comming. 

Enter Mat bo, 

Ma. Health to my ſoveraigne 

King. Maths, welcome. 
I ſent for thee about a huſineſſe 
I would cutreate thy helpe in. 

Ma, Your ſighneſſe may command my ſervice in that, 
or any ching lies iu my po ver. 

K mg. lu to decide 2 caſe that troubles me. 

Aa. It it lie within the compaſſe ot my knowledge, I 
will reſolve your Highneſſe pre {cmilie. 

King. Lheu thus it is, Lord Empbars ſonne, 
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yy Philecles, has latelie ſtolne away 
The daughter and Hetre of Lord Polaneres, 
Who is his enemie, he following him bard _ 
Has appre bende d hum, and brings him to bis trial 
To motrow morning: thou haſt this newes. 
Mea. | have my Licge, with every circumſtance 
That can be thought on inthe buſineſſe. 
King. And what will be the iſſue of the Law ? 
Aa, He muſt die fort, the caſe is plaine, unk ſſe 
Your Grace will grant his pardon. 
King. But can there bee no meanes thought upon to 
fave him by the law ? 
Cs, None my Lord. 
King. Sarclic there may, ſpeake man, Ile give thee 
double tecs. 
Ma, It cannot be my Liege, the ſtatute is plaine. 
King. Nay now thou art too honeſt, thou ſhouldſt doe 
As other Lawyers doe, firſt take my money, 
And then tell me thou conſt doe me no good. 
Ada. I dare not undertake it, could it be done, 
Ide goe as farre as anic man would doe. 
Kin, Ves, if twere to cut a poore mans threat you could, 
For ſome rich griping Landlord you coul grind 
The face of his poore Ten unt, ſtretch the law 
To ſerve his turne, and guided by his Angels, 
Speake Oracles more then the tongues of men, 
hen you could find exceptions, reiet vations, 
Stand at a word, a fillable, a letter, 
Or coine ſome ſcruples out of your owne braines, 
But in a caſe ſo full of cquitie, 
$0 charitable as this, you can findnothing, 
I ſhall for ever hate all your profeftion. 
Ma. I doe beſeech your Highnefle to excuſe me, 
I cannot doe more then your lawes wiil let me, 
Nor falſi ie my knowledge, nor my conicience. 
King. Then I am miſerable, rife Aube rite, 
I doe - 
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I doc not diſcommend thy honeſtie, 
But blame my owne bard tate, ah PH 
I would redecme thy lite at anie price, 
But the ſtars croſle it, cruell fate condemnes thee. ax. 
Enter Conſtableand Watch, 
Cen, Come fellow wuchmen, for now your are wy 
ſellowes. 
Watch, It pleaſes you to call us ſo maſter Conſtable, 
Co. I doc it to encourage you in your office, it is a trick 
tha: we Commanders have, your great Captaines call your 
ſculdiei s fellow-ſouldiers to encourage them. 
2 Watch, Indeed and fo they doe, l heard maſter Curate 
rcading a ſtorie bocke tother day to that purpoſe. 

Con. Well I muſt ſhew now what you have to doe, for 

I my ſelſe before I came to this prefermitic, was as fimple 

as one of you, and for your better deſtruction, I will deride 
my ſpecch into two parts. Firſt, what is a watchman. Sc- 
condlic, what is the ofbce of a watchman. For the firſt,if 
any man aske mee what is a watchman, I may anſwer him, 
he is a man as others arc, nay atradeſman, asa Vintner, a 
Tayler, ot the like, for they have long bills. 

3 War. He tells us ttue neighbour, we have bils indeed. 

Cen, For the ſecond, what is his office; Ianiwer, hee 
may by vertug of his office reprehend anie perſon,or per- 
{ons that walke the ſtrectes too late at a ſeaſonable houte. 

4 Wat. May wee indeed maſter Conſtable ? 

Con, Nay, if you meet any of thoſe rogues at ſeaſonable 
hourcs, you may by vertue of your ofhce commit himto * 
priſon,and then aske him whither he was going. 

x Wat, Why thats as much as my Lord Major does. 

Cen, Truc, my Lord Major can doe no more then you 
in that point. 

2 Wa, But maſter Conſtable, hat if he ſhould reſiſt us 

Con, Why it he doe refiſt, you m y knock him downe, 
and then bid him ſtand, and come before the Conſtable. So 
now I thinke you are ſufſicicutlie enſt ructed concerning 

your office, take your ſands, you ſhall hcare rogues wal» 


king 
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king at thelc — | warrant you, ſtand cloſe. 


Et. 

E. Now doe I take a3 much care to be appre 
as others dee to ſeape the watch, I muſt ſpeake to be over - 
heard, and plainelie too, or elle theſe dolts will never con- 
ceive mee. 

Con, Hearke, who goes by ? 

tu. Oh my conſcience, my conſcience, the terrour of a 
guiltie conſcience, 

Con, How, conſcience talkes he of, he's an honeſt man 
I warrant him, let him paſſe, 

2 Wa. 1,1, let him paſſe, good night honeft Gentleman. 

tv. Theſe are wiſe officers, I wuſt be plainer yer. 

That Gold, that curſed Gold, that made mee poiſon him, 
made me poiſon Fg. 

{n. How, made me poilon him,he's a knave I warrant 

3 Ws. M. Conſtable has found him already, (him. 

Ces. I warrant you a knave cannot paſſe mee, gos re- 
prebend him, Ile take his excommunication my ſeite. 

1 Ws. Come afote the Conſtable. 

2 Ws. Come afore the Conſtable, 

Com. Sirrah,firrah, you would have ſcap'd ? would you, 
no firrah you ſhall know the Kings Officers have eyes to 
heare ſuch r as you,c ome firrah confefle who it was 
you poiſon'd, he lookes like a notable rogue. 

14, I doe not like his lo kes. 2s. Not I. 

C. Vou would deny it, would you ficra? we ſhal ſiſt you. 

Es. Alas M. Conſtable I cannot now dene what | have 
faid you overheard me, I poiſond Exge. fon to L. P.. 


1 #4. Oh raſcall, 2 Fs, My young Landlord. 
Cow, Let him alone, the law ſhall puniſh him, but ſirta 
where did you poiſon him ? 


Ew, About a daies journey hence, as hee was comming 
home from Athens I met him, and poiſoned him. 
Con, Bur firrah, who ſer you a worke ? contele, I (hall 
find out the whole neſt of theſe peake, 
Eu, Count Ds hired me to doc it. 
H Can 
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cn. Oh lying raſcall. 

1 #4, Nay hc that will ficale IN lic. 

2s. llc bcleeve not be lxyes. 

3a, Celica man of worſhip? 4 Fa. A noble man. 

Con, Away vvith him, Ie heare no more, remit bim to 
priion ; brrab, you ſhall heare of theic things to morrow, 
where you would be loth to beate um, come lets go. . 


— 


— 


Actus quintus. 


Enter Frank/in, Shallow, Luce, Franciſce, inn Parſon; habit, 
and a true Par/on othcrvvite attired. 


Frank 2. take your counſel fir, Le not be ſetne iu t, bur 
meet you when tis done, youle mar tie them ? 
Franc, Feare not that fir, Le doe the deed 
Fra. I hal reſt thankful to y ou, til then Ile leave you. 
Sha. Ipray father leave us, wee know how tobebave 
our ſelves alone, mee thinkes Lace wes arc too many by 
two yer, 
Lace, You ate merrie (ir. rent. 
Guan Franklin, 
Frank, Now they are ſure or never, poore Franciſco 
Thot metſt thy match, when thou durſt undertake 
To overreach me with tricks, where's now your Sumner ? 
Fore heaven I cannot but applaud my braine, 
To rake my daughter even againſt her will, 
And great with child by another her ſhame pabliſh'd, 
She cited to the Court, and yet beſtow her 
On ſuch a fortune as rich Shallow 1s, 
Nay that which is the maſter-pic ce of all, 
Make bim belet ve tis his, though he ne te touch d her, 
If men ne re met wit h cte ſſes in the world, 
There we re no difference tw ixt the wile ard fooles, 
But Ile g oe mcete um, when tis done, I feare not» ou 
x 
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Enter Franciſco, Þ arſon, Shallow, Lace. 

Franc, Nay tret not now, you have been worſe abus d, 
If you had married her. ſhe never loy'd you. 

Lace. 1 ever (cord thy follie, and hated thee, though 
ſometimes afore my father I would make an Aſe of thee. 

Sud. Oh women, monſtrous women, little docs her 
father know who has marricd her. 

Luce. es, bcc knowes the Parſon married mee, and 
you can wit"efle that. 

Franc. And he ſhall know the Parſon will lye with her. 

Shel, Well Parton, I wilt. bee teveng d on all thy coate, 
I willnot plough an Acre of ground for you to rythe, Ile 
rather paſture my neighbours cattel for nothing, 

Par, Oh be more chari:able fir, bid God give wm joy. 

Shad. I care not greatclie if I doe, hee is not the firſt 
Parſon that has taken a Gentlemans leaving. 

Franc. How meanc you fr ? 

Shs, You gueſſe my meaning, ] hope to have good luck 
to horſe-ficſhnow ſhe. is a Partons wife, 

France, \ ou have laine with her then fir? 

Sha, I cannot teil you that, but if you ſaw a woman with 
chiid without lying with a man, then perhaps I have not. 

Lace, Impudent Coxcombe, dareſt thou ſay that ever 
thou layſt with mee, didit thou ever ſo much as kiſſe my 
hand in private ? 

Sha. Theſe things mult not be ſpokenof in companie. 

Luce, Toy know it I ever hated thee. 

Shai. But when you were ith good humour you would 
tell me another tale. 

Lace, The toole 1s mad, by heaven ms, Franciſco I am 
wrong d. He as covers him, ſe. 

Franc, Then I mwſt change my note, firrab u. ay what 
you have ſpoken, {weare here before the Parkin and my 
{cite you never rouch'd her or lle cut thy th at. it is From 
cs/co chreatens bee. 

Shes, Lam ins ſweet cafe, what ſhou'd I Joe now ? het 
facher thinkes I have laine with her,if 1 deny it he le have 
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a bout with me, if 1 fay I have, this young rogue will cut 
my throate. 

Franc, Come will you (weare ? 

Sba. I would L were faite y off, I would loſe my wench 
with al my heart, Liweare. 

Franc. So, now thc u art free from any impu anon that 
bis tongue can fticke upon thee. Eutcr Frankfin, 

Frank, Well now I (ce tis done. of 

Shai, Here's one ſhall talke with you» 

Frank, God give you joy ſonne Shallow, 

Franc I thanke you father. 

Frank. How's this, Franciſco in the Parſons habire ? 

Fraxe. I have marricd her as you bad mee (ir, but this 
was the truer Parſon of the two, he tied the knot, and this 
Gentic mam is our witne ſſe. 

Frank. Tam undone, ſtrumpet thou haſt betrayed thy 
ſelfe to beggerie, to ſhame beſide and that in open Court, 
but take what thou haſt ſought, hang, beg, and ſtat ve, Ile 
never pitty thee. Lace, Good (ir, 

S. I told you what would come on'e, 

Frank. How did your wildome loſe her? 

Shal. Ecuc as you ſee, I was beguil'd,and fo were you. 

Frank, Franciſco take her, thou feeſt the portion thou 
art like to have, 

Franc. Tis ſuch a portion a5 will ever pleaſe me, but for 
her ſake be not unnatural. 

Lee Doe not re jet me father. 

Franc But for the fault that ſhee muſt anſwer for, or 
ſhame ſhe e ſhould endure in Court, beheld her yet an un- 
touch's Virgin, Cuſhion come foith, here ſigniot Shallow, 
take your child unto you, make much of ir, it may prove 
as wiſe as the father. He flungs the Cuſſinn at bun, 

Frank This is me ſlrange then cother ah Zace,wer't 
thou io ſubtle ro deceive thy ſelſe, and me ; well take thy 
fortune, tis thine owne choice 

Franc. Sir we can force no bountic from you,andther - 
fore muſt reſt content with vv hat your pleaſure is, 
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Enter Fepbees, Alphonſe. 

Al. Yonder he is my Lord, that's he inthe Parſons ha- 
bite, be is thus diſgun u about the buſint ſſe I told you of, 
Lyſandro, (te your noble father. 

Em. Welcome my long loſt fonne from all the ormes 
Ot trovvtung fortune that thou haſt endur d. 

Into thy ſat he rs armes. 

Lee. Is my Frauciſconoblc ? 

Frank, Lord F (onne ' Iamamar'd. 

Fp. I heare LA that you are married. 

Frans. Ves my Lor1 this is my Bride, the daughter and 
heire of this rich gentlemin, twas only ſhe e that when my 
ſtate was nothing. m poore ſelfe end parentage unknown 
vouchſated to know, nay grace mee vvith her love, her 
coniiant love. 

Exp. Such merite muſt not be forgot my ſonne, 
Daughter much joy attend upon your choice. 

Frave, Novy vvants but your conſent. 

Fran, Which with a willing heart 1 do beſtow, 

Pardon me vvorthie ſonne, I have io long 
Beene hard to you, tvvas ignorance 
Of vv hat you vvere, and care I too ke for her. 

Fre. \ our care needes no Apologie. 

Fe. Butnovy Lyſandro I mult make thee fad 
V pon thy vvedding day, and let thee knovv 
There is no pure and ed joy 
Lent to mortality in depth of vvoe 
Thou metit the knovviedge of thy parentage, 

Thy elder brother Philecles muſt die, 

And in his tragedie out name and houſe 
Had ſunk for ever, had not gratioas heaven 
Sent a3 acomfort to my childleſſe age 

Thy long loſt iclfe ſupporter of the name. 

France. Bat can there be no meanescp fave his life ? 

Exp. Alas there's none, the King Mit tance an oath 
Never to pardon him, but ſinee they ſay 
His Majelbe repents, and faine vv ald fave him. 
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Franc, Then m 1 wretched, l.ke a wan long blinde. 

That comes at laſt to (ce the wiſhr-for Sun, 

But findes it ir; eclipie, luch is my caſc, 

Tomect in thi»darke vvoc . my deateii friends, 
Exp, Had you not heard this nevves before Lyſandre ? 
France. Yes (ir, and did lament, 

As for a vvorthic ſtranger, but mere knevy 

My ſorrovy ſtood ingag'd by fuch a tye 

As brotherhood, vv bete may vvt ice him (ic? 

Exp. I his morning hce's arraign'd, put oft that habite 
you arc in, and goc along with me, leave your tricnds here 
awhile. 

Franc, farewell father 
Deare Lace till ſoonc fate vvell, nought but ſo fad 
A chance could make me clovVdy now. ret. 

Frank. Wen Lece thy choice has proov'd better then 
vvce expected, but this cluud of gricte bes cim our 
mirth, but vvill I bope blovy over, heaven grant it may 
And ſigmor Shallow, though you bave mils u hat u y 
love meant you once, pray be my gueſt. 

Shal. I thanke you fit, le wot be lirange. rent 


Enter K ing, Nic anor, 


King, Nitaner, I would find ſome privy place 
W here I might ſtand unſeene, unknowne of any. 
To heare th'arraignement of young eee 
Ni. The ludges are now entring. pleaſe yu fir 
Here to alcend, you may both hearc aud ſee. 
King. Well Ile goc up, | 
And like a jealous husband heate and fee 
That that will ſtrike gg dead, am | a King 
And cannot par don ſuch a fmall off, ace ? 
cannot do*r, nor am I Ceſar now, 
Luſt bas uncrown'd me, and any ich tane cath 
Has reſt ue pf a Kings prerogative, 
Come, come Ni. ayer helpe me to aſcend, 
And ſee that tault that I unt power to mend. ter. 
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Enter 3 Igel, mne, he,, Franciſce, 
Linuk athoe, —— Nis, 
1 1s. Bring forth the Priſoner, here are the witneſſisꝰ 
F.. Here my Lords, Im the wrong'd party, and the 
ſact my man here, beſides the Officers that tooke them 
can juſtifre, 
2 % That's enough. Enter Philecles with a f 
1 lu. Philecler Hand to the Rarre, and anſwer to ſuch 
crimes as ſhall bee here objected wainſt thy life, 
R cade the Endite ment. 
Phi. Spare that labour, 
I doe conſeſſe the ſa that i am charg'd wich, 
And ſpeake as much as mv accnfers can, 
As much as all the witneſſes can prove, 
Twas l that ſtole away che dr 1ighrer nnd Heire 
Ot Lord Poliemertes, which wer'tt> d 2 3gaine 
Rather then loſe her, I ag ide wou'd vente, 
This was the fact: your ſenrence honout d fathers. 
Cler, Tis brav eand te ſolute. 
1 /w. A beavy ſentence noble PHlocles, 
And ſuch a one, as | could wiſh my ſelſe 
Off trom this place, ſome other might deliver, 
Y ou muſt dye for it, death is your ſentence. 
Phi, W hich I embrace with willingnes, now my Lord 
Is your hate glutred yer, or is my lif- 
Too poore a facrifice to 2ppeaſe the rancou 
Of your invererate malice, if it be ro 
Invent ſome ſcandall that may afrer blot 
My reputation, father drie your teares, 
Weepe not for me, my death ſhall leave nota ine 
Vpon your blond, nor Mor on * Nit faire Name: 
The honour'd aſhes of my Anceſtours 
May till reſt quiet in their reare-wer Vrnes 
For any fa-t of mine, I might have liv d 
If heaven ha not prevented it, and umd 
Death for ſome foule Jiſhonourable at. 
Brother fare well, no ſooner have 1 Au te Francifes 
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But I muſt leave thy wiſh'd-for company. 
Farewell my deareſt love, live thou ſtill ! 
And may ſome one of more deſert then I, 
Be bleſt in the enjoying what I loſe, 
I need not wiſh him happineſſe that has thee, 
For thou wilt bring it, may he prove as good 
As thou art worthy, 

Lew, Deareſt Philoecler, 
There is no roome for any man but thee 
Wi' chin this breſt, oh good my Lords 
Be mercifull, condemne us both rogether 
Our faults are bothalike, why ſhould the law 
Be partiall thus, and lay it all on him. 

1 Is, Lady, I would we could as lawfully 
Save him as you, he ſhould not dye for this. 

Enter Conſtable leading Engens, 
How now, whoſe that you have broughethere ? 
Con, A benefactor, and pleaſe your Lordſhips, 
I reprehended him in my watch laſt night. 

Vir, lei taken. 

2 /w, What's his offence? Con, Murder. 

Wat, No M.Conſtable twas but poyſoning of a man. 

Con, Ooe thou art a ſoole. | 

Vir. Iam undone for ever, all will our. 

3 . What proofes have you againſt him ? 

Con. His owne profeſſion if it pleaſe your honour. 

3 . And that's an ill profeſſion to be a murderer, thou 
meaneſt he has conſeſt the ſact. 

{ on. Yes my Lord, he cannot deny it. 

t. Did hee not name the party who it was that hee 
bad poyfoned ? Ces. Marry with reverence be 
it ſpoken, it was Ewgemes, my Lord Polomerer his ſotme 

Poet. How's this ! | 

r /«. Hee dy'd long ſince at Athens 

Pol. I cannot tell what I ſhould thinke of it, 

This is the man that lately brought me newes 
My tome was living. 
2 Is; 
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3 Is, Fdlow ſnd roche barre, thou bearſt thy actu- 
ſation, what canſt thou lay ? 

Emnge, Ah my good Lord, 
I cannot now deny what | have ſaid, 
This man orcheard me. as my bleeding heart 
Was making « confe{+ion of ay cr ine. 

Co, Itold bias ant (hall pleate your Lordſhips, the kings 
Officers had cyes to heare ſuch raicalls. 

1 . You have beene carcfull in your office Conſtable, 
Y ou may now leave your priſoner. 

Cos. lle leave the felon with your Lordſh'p. 

1 Is. Farewel good Com. Murder I ſee will out. . Ces. 
W hy didſt tho i poiſoa him ? 

Enge, 1 was poore, und want made me be hit d. 

2 is, Nu d, by whom ? 

Fuge. By Count Ve, there be ftands. 

Us, I doe beſcech your Lordſhips not to credite what 
this bale fellow ſpeakes, | am innocent, 

1 . | doe beleeve you ara, firrah ſpeake truth, 
You bave not long to live. 

Fuge. Pleaſe it your Lordſuip I may relate the manner. 

2 is. Doc. 

Ege. Emgenis was alive, when firſt the newes 
Was {pead i: Syracuſe that be was dead, 
Which falle report Count Firrecreduing, 
Became an cat neſt ſuitor to bus ſiſter, 
Taiaking her Hette, but finding ua terwar ds 
Her brother liv'd, and comming home 
Not a dates journey hence, be ſent me to him, 
And with a promue ot five hundred crownes 
Hir'4 me to poiton him, that this u true 
Here's so ene hand to witneſſe it againſt him ; 
Plea it ywar Lordſhips to peruſe the ring. 

1 /s. This is his hand. 

2 . Sure as Tlive, 1have ſcene Warrants from him 
with j ſttheſe chars ters. 

3 . Bchdes me thinkes this fellowes tale . f 
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Pol; Tis wo true, 

This ſellowes ſuddaine going from my houſe 
put me into a ſeate. 

1 1s, Count Virre, ſtand to the barre, 

VV hat can yaufay to cleare you of this murder ? 

Vir, Nothing my Lords, | muſt conſeſſe the fa. 

2 f#, Why then againſt you both doe I pronounce 
S:ntence of death. «Amb. The law is juſt. 

Pol, Wretch that I am, is my diflembled gt ic fe 
Turn'd to true ſtrtow ? were my ated teares 
Fat prophecies of my enſuing woe, 
And 15 he crucly dead ? ob pardon me 
Deare Ghoſt of my Evgents, twas my fault 
That calld this haſty ve from the gods 
An i ſhoi tend thus thy life, for whil' with tricke 
I ſought to faſten wealth upon our houle, 
I brought a Canniball to be the grave 
Ot m an4 mine, bate, bloudy, murderous Count. 

Vs. Vile Couſner, cheating Lord, diſſcm\ler. 

1 Is Peace, ſtop the mouth of maledictuon there, 
This is no place to raile in. 

Ex. Ve juſt powers, 

That to the quality of mans offence 

Shape your cortecting rods, and puniſh there 
Where he has finn'd, did not my bleeding heart 
Bearc ſuch a hcavy ſhare in this daies woe, 

I could with a free foule applaud your juſtice. 

Pol. Lord Exptucs and Philoctss forgive me, 
To make amn, I know s impolsible, 

For u hat my malice wrenght ; but I would faine 
Doc ſome u hat that might teſtihe my gricte 
And truc re pentance. 

tage. This is that I look d for. 

Emp. Verte kind too late my Lord, had you heene thus 
When need requir'd, y had ſav d your ſelſe and me, 
Oar hapleſſe ſonnes, but if your griefe be true, 

I can forgive you hear tily. Phi, And J. 
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Eee. Now comes my pue. my Lord Polimnerer, 
Vnder correction let me aske one queſtion, 
Pol. What queſtion? ſpeake. 
Ewg. If this young Lord ſhould live, would you beſtow 
your daughter willingly upon him, would you wy Lord? 
Pol. As willingly as I would breath my (clfe. 
Fege. Then dry all your eyes, 
There's no man here (ſhall have a cauſe to weepe, 
Your life is ſav'd, Lewcother is no Heite. (10 Philoctes, 
Her brother lives, and that cleartes you Count ii 
Of your ſuppoled murder. Atl. How, lives 
Fuge. les lives to call thee brother Phulocles, 
Les, Oh amy deare brother. He diſcovers elle. 
Pol, My ſonne, welcome from death. 
Em, Pardon ae good ay Lord, thac | thus long 
Have from your knowledge kept my ſelfe conceal'd, 
My end was honeſt. 
Pol, I fee it was, 
And now ſonne P give me thy hand, 
Here take thy wife, ſhe loves thee I dare ſweare, 
And for the wrong that I intended thee, 
Her portion ſhall be double what I meant it. 
Phi, I thanke your Lordſhip, 
Pol. Brother Emphues, 
I hope all enmity is now forgot 
betwixt our houſes. 
Emp. Let it be ever ſo, I doe imbrace your love. 

Vir, Well, ay life is fay'd yer though my wench beloſt, 
God give yod joy. ... Phi, Thankcs good my Lord. 
1 /w, How (uidenly this tragicke (c. anc is chang d, 

And turn'd to Comer ic. 21s, Tis very ſtrange. 
Pol. Let us conclude within. T he K ing ſpeaks? 
K ing; Stay, and take my joy with o from box. 
Emp. His Majeſty is comming downe, let us attend, 
Enter K 
King. Theſe jarres are well clos'd up, now Philecler, 
What my raſh oath deny d me, this bleſt houre 
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And happy #ecident has brought to paſſe 
The taving of thy life, 
Phi. A lite my Liege, 
Th. t ſhall he ever ready to be ſpent 
eg ny 
Kag. Thankes good Philceler, 
But where's the man whole happy preſence broughe 
All this uniook'd-tor ſport : where is E 
Engr. Here my dread Liege. 
K mg. Welcome to Syracule, 
Welcome Eugene, aske (ome boone 
That may require the good that thou haſt done. 
Eng. I thanke your Majeſty, what I have done 
Needes no requitall, but I have a fure 
Vnto Lerd , plcaſe it your Ma 
Tobetobimm incecaborberms, * 
I make no queſtion but 1 ſhall obraine. 


King, What ivit?f it ſhall be thee. 
Emre, Aran — 


_ — on (ac 
His the faire and vertuoms Lady Leads. 

Emp. With all wy beart, 1 know ewill pleaſe ber vel, 
I hve often heard her pruſe Eugene, 
It (hall be dene within. 

—_ Then here all ſtrife ends, 

our gueſt = wm lelte to day, & helpe 

228 ze this double marru 

— ————— — 
Cenciaderiniovetwe e * 
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Pr Hire is fall n from her interitance , 

But has obtain d her love; you may advance 
Her higher yet; ana from your pieas d bands give 
A dowry, that will make her truely li yr. 


